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CHAPTER XXVII. 

LUCY MORRIS MISBEHAVES. 

Lucy Morris got her letter and was contented. She 
wanted some demonstration of love from her lover, but 
very little sufficed for her comfort. With her it was 
almost impossible that a man should be loved and 
suspected at the same time. She could not have loved 
the man, or at any rate confessed her love, without 
thinking well of him ; and she could not think good 
and evil at the same time. She had longed for some 
word from him since she last saw him ; and now she 
had got a word. She had known that he was close 
to his fair cousin — the cousin whom she despised, and 
whom, with womanly instinct, she had almost regarded 
as a rival. But to her the man had spoken out ; and 
though he was far away from her, living close to the 
fair cousin, she would not allow a thought of trouble 
on that score to annoy her. He was her own, and 
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let Lizzio Eufitaco do hor worst, ho would remain her 
own. But sho had longed to be told that he was 
thinking of her, and at last the letter had come. 
Sho answered it that same night with the sweetest^ 
prettiest little letter, very short, full of love and full 
of confidence. Lady Fawn, she said, was the dearest 
of women ; — but what was Lady Fawn to her, or all 
the Fawns, compared with her lover P If he could 
come to Hichmond without disturbance to himself, let 
him come ; but if he felt that, in the present unhappy 
condition of affairs between him and Lord Fawn, it 
was better that he should stay away, she had not a 
word to say in the way of urging him. To see him 
would be a great delight. But had she not the greater 
delight of knowing that he loved her? That was 
quite enough to make her happy. Then there was a 
little prayer tliat God might bless him, and an as- 
surance that she was in all things his own, own 
Lucy. "When she was writing her letter she was in 
all respects a happy girl. 

But on tlie very next day there came a cloud upon 
her happiness, — not in the least, however, affecting 
her full confidence in her lover. It was a Saturday^ 
and Lord Fawn came down to Richmond. Lord Fawn 
had seen Mr. Greystock in London on that day, and 
the interview had been by no means pleasant to him. 
The Under-Secretary of State for India was as dark 
as a November day when he reached his mother's 
house, and there fell upon every one the uninter- 
mittent cold drizzling shower of his displeasure from 
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the moment in which he entered the house. There 
was never much reticence among the ladies at Rich- 
mond in Lucy's presence, and since the completion 
of Lizzie's vnfortunate visit to Fawn Court, they had 
not hesitated to express open opinions adverse to the 
prospects of the proposed bride. Lucy herself coidd 
say but little in defence of her old friend, who had 
lost all claim upon that friendship since the offer of 
the bribe had been made, — so that it was understood 
among them all that Lizzie was to be regarded as a 
black sheep ; — but hitherto Lord Fawn himself had 
concealed his feelings before Lucy. Now imfortu- 
nately he spoke out, and in speaking was especially 
bitter against Frank. " Mr. Greystock has been most 
insolent," he said, as they were all sitting together in 
the library after dinner. Lady Fawn made a sign to 
him and shook her head. Lucy felt the hot blood fly 
into both her cheeks, but at the moment she did not 
speak. Lydia Fawn put out her hand beneath the 
table and took hold of Lucy's. " We must all remem- 
ber that he is her cousin," said Augusta. 

"ffis relationship to Lady Eustace cannot justify 
imgentleman-like impertinence to me," said Lord 
Fawn. "He has dared to use words to me which 
would make it necessary that I should call him out, 
only " 

" Frederic, you shall do nothing of the kind ! " said 
Lady Fawn, jumping up from her chair. 

"Oh, Frederic, pray, pray don't!" said Augusta, 
springing on to her brother's shoulder. 
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''I am sure Frederic does not mean that/' said 
Amelia. 

"Only that nobody does call anybody out now/* 
added the pacifib lord. " But nothing on earth shall 
ever induce me to speak again to a man who is so 
little like a gentleman." Lydia now held Lucy's 
hand still tighter, as though to prevent her rising. 
" He has never forgiven me/' continued Lord Fawn, 
" because he was so ridiculously wrong about the 
Sawab." 

"I am sure that had nothing to do with it/' said 
Lucy. 

"Miss Morris, I shall venture to hold my own 
opinion," said Lord Fawn. 

"And I shall hold mine," said Lucy bravely. " The 
Sawab of Mygawb had nothing to do with what Mr. 
Greystock may have said or done about his cousin. I 
am quite sure of it." 

"Lucy, you are forgetting yourself," said Lady 
Fawn. 

" Lucy, dear, you shouldn't contradict my brother," 
said Augusta. 

" Take my advice, Lucy, and let it pass by," said 
Amelia. 

"How can I hear such things said and not notice 
themP" demanded Lucy. "Why does Lord Fawn 
say them when I am by P" 

Lord Fawn had now condescended to be full of 
wrath against his mother's governess. " I suppose I 
may express my own opinion, Miss Morris, in my 
mother's house/' 
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"And I shall express mine/' said Lucy. "Mr. 
Qreystock is a gentleman. If you say that he is not 
a gentleman, it is not true." Upon hearing these 
terrible words spoken, Lord Fawn rose from his seat 
and slowly left the room. Augusta followed him with 
both her arms stretched out. Lady Fawn covered 
her face with her hands, and even Amelia was dis- 
mayed. 

" Lucy ! why could you not hold your tongue ?" 
said Lydia. 

" I won't hold my tongue ! " said Lucy, bursting 
out into tears. " He is a gentleman." 

Then there was great commotion at Fawn Court. 
After a few moments Lady Fawn followed her son 
without having said a word to Lucy, and Amelia went 
with her. Poor Lucy was left with the younger girls, 
and was no doubt very unhappy. But she was still 
indignant, and would yield nothing. When Georgina, 
the fourth daughter, pointed out to her that, in ac- 
cordance with all rules of good breeding, she should 
have abstained from asserting that her brother had 
spoken an untruth, she blazed up agaiu. "It was 
untrue," she said. 

" But, Lucy, people never accuse each other of un- 
truth. No lady should use such a word to a gentle- 
man." 

" He should not have said so. He knows that Mr. 
Greystock is more to me than all the world." 

" If I had a lover," said Nina, " and anybody were 
to say a word against him, I know I'd fly at them. 
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I don't know why Frederic is to have it all his own 
way. 

" Nina, you're a fool," said Diana. 

" I do think it was very hard for Lucy to bear/' said 
Lydia. 

" And I won't bear it ! " exclaimed Lucy. " To 
think that Mr. Greystock should be so mean as to 
bear malice about a thing like that wild Indian because 
he takes his own cousin's part ! Of course I'd better 
go away. You all think that Mr. Greystock is an 
enemy now ; but he never can be an enemy to me." 

" We think that Lady Eustace is an enemy," said 
Cecilia, " and a very nasty enemy, too." 

" I did not say a word about Lady Eustace," said 
Lucy. " But Mr. Greystock is a gentleman." 

About an hour after this Lady Fawn sent for Lucy, 
and the two were closeted together for a long time. 
Lord Fawn was very angry, and had hitherto alto- 
gether declined to overlook the insult offered. " I am 
bound to tell you," declared Lady Fawn, with much 
emphasis, "that nothing can justify you in having 
accused Lord Fawn of telling an untruth. Of course, I 
was sorry that Mr. Greystock's name should have been 
mentioned in your presence ; but as it was mentioned, 
you should have borne what was said with patience." 

" I couldn't be patient, Lady Fawn." 

" That is what wicked people say when they commit 
murder, and then they are hung for it." 

" I'll go away, Lady Fawn " 

"That is imgrateful, my dear. You know that I 
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don't wish you to go away. But if you behave badly, 
of course I must tell you of it/' 

" I'd sooner go away. Everybody here thinks ill of 
Mr. Greystock. But I don't think ill of Mr. Grey- 
stock, and I never shall. Why did Lord Fawn say 
such very hard things about him P " 

It was suggested to her that she should be down- 
stairs early the next morning, and apologise to Lord 
Fawn for her rudeness; but she would not, on that 
night, imdertake to do any such thing. Let Lady 
Fawn say what she might, Lucy thought that the 
injury had been done to her, and'^not to his lordship. 
And so they parted hardly friends. Lady Fawn gave 
her no kiss as she went, and Lucy, with obstinate 
pride, altogether refused to own her fault. She would 
only say that she had better go, and when Lady Fawn 
over and over again pointed out to her that the last 
thing that such a one as Lord Fawn could bear was to 
be accused of an imtruth, she would continue to say 
that in that case he should be careful to say nothing 
that was untrue. All this was very dreadful, and 
created great confusion and imhappiness at Fawn 
Court. Lydia came into her room that night, and the 
two girls talked the matter over for hours. In the 
morning Lucy was up early, and found Lord Fawn 
walking in the grounds. She had been told that he 
would probably be found walking in the grounds, if 
she were willing to tender to him any apology. 

Her mind had been very full of the subject, — ^not 
only in reference to her lover, but as it regarded her 
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own conduct. One of the elder Fawn girls Had assured 
Her that under no circumstances could a lady be justified 
in telling a gentleman that he had spoken an imtruth, 
and she was not quite sure but that the law so laid 
down was right. And then she could not but remember 
that the gentleman in question was Lord Fawn, and 
that she was Lady Fawn's goyerness. But Mr. Grey- 
stock was her affianced loyer, and her first duty was to 
him. And then, granting that she herself had been 
wrong in accusing Lord Fawn of untruth, she could 
not refrain from asking herself whether he had not 
been much more wrong in saying in her hearing that 
Mr. Greystock was not a gentleman P And his ofience 
had preceded her ofience, and had caused it! She 
hardly knew whether she did or did not owe an apology 
to Lord Fawn, but she was quite sure that Lord Fawn 
owed an apology to her. 

She walked straight up to Lord Fawn, and met him 
beneath.the trees. He was still black and solemn, and 
was evidently brooding over his grievance; but he bowed 
to her, and stood still as she approached him. " My 
lord,'* said she, " I am very sorry for what happened 
last night.'' 

" And so was I, — ^very sorry, Miss Morris." 

''I think you know that I am engaged to marry 
Mr. Greystock P " 

''I cannot allow that that has anything to do 
with it." 

" When you think that he must be dearer to me than 
all the world, you will acknowledge that I couldn't 
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hear hard things said of him without speaking/' His 
face became blacker than oyer, but he made no reply. 
He wanted an abject begging of unconditional pardon 
from the little girl who loved his enemy. If that were 
done, he would vouchsafe his forgiveness ; but he was 
too small by nature to grant it on other terms. " Of 
course," continued Lucy, "I am bound to treat you 
with special respect in Lady Fawn's house." She 
looked almost beseechingly into his face as she paused 
fbr a moment. 

" But you treated me with especial disrespect," said 
Lord Fawn. 

" And how did you treat me, Lord Fawn ? " 

'' Miss Morris, I must be allowed, in discussing matters 
with my mother, to express my own opinions in such 
language as I may think fit to use. Mr. Greystock's 
conduct to me was, — was, — was altogether most un- 
gentlemanlike." 

" Mr. Greystock is a gentleman." 

" His conduct was most oflfensive, and most, — most 
ungentlemanlike. Mr. Greystock disgraced himself." 

" It isn't true ! " said Lucy. Lord Fawn gave one 
start, and then walked ofi* to the house as quick as his 
legs could carry him. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

MR, DOVE IN HIS CHAMBERS. 

ft 

The scene between Lord Fawn and Greystock had taken 
place in Mr. Camperdown's chambers, and John Eustace 
had also been present. The lawyer had suffered con- 
siderable annoyance, before the arrival of the two first- 
named gentlemen, from reiterated assertions made by 
Eustace that he would take no further trouble whatso- 
ever about the jewels. Mr. Camperdown had in vain 
pointed out to him that a plain duty lay upon him as 
executor and guardian to protect the property on behalf 
of his nephew, but Eustace had asserted that, though 
he himself was comparatively a poor man, he would 
sooner replace the necklace out of his own property, 
than be subject to the nuisance of such a continued 
quarrel. " My dear John ; ten thousand pounds I " 
Mr. Camperdown had said. "It is a fortune for a 
younger son." 

" The boy is only two years old, and will have time 
enough to make fortunes for his own younger sons, if 
he does not squander everything. If he does, the ten 
thousand pounds will make no difference.'' 
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" But the justice of the thing, John ! '* 

" Justice may be purchased too dearly/* 

" Such a harpy as she is, too ! " pleaded the lawyer. 
Then Lord Fawn had come in, and Greystock had 
followed immediately afterwards. 

" I may as well say at once,*' said Greystock, " that 
Lady Eustace is determined to maintain her right to 
the property ; and that she will not give up the dia- 
monds till some adequate court of law shall have 
decided that she is mistaken in her views. Stop one 
moment, Mr. Camperdown. I feel myself bound to go 
further than that, and express my own opinion that she 
is right/* 

'' I can hardly understand such an opinion as coming 
from you,'* said Mr. Camperdown. 

"You have changed your mind, at any rate,** said 
John Eustace. 

" Not so, Eustace. Mr. Camperdown, you'll bo good 
enough to imderstand that my opinion expressed here 
is that of a friend, and not that of a lawyer. And you 
must imderstand, Eustace," continued Greystock, "that 
I am speaking now of my cousin's right to the property. 
Though the value be great, I have advised her to give 
up the custody of it for a while, till the matter shall be 
clearly decided. That has still been my advice to her, 
and I have in no respect changed my mind. But she 
feels that she is being cruelly used, and with a woman's 
spirit will not, in such circumstances, yield anything. 
Mr. Camperdown actually stopped her carriage in the 
street.** 
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" She would not answer a line that anybody wrote to 
her/' said the lawyer. 

"And I may say plainly, — for all here know the 
circamstanees, — that Lady Eustace feels the strongest 
possible indignation at the manner in which she is 
being treated by Lord Fawn." 

"I have only asked her to give up the diamonds 
till the question should be settled/' said Lord Fawn. 

" And you backed your request, my lord, by a threat ! 
My cousin is naturally most indignant ; and, my lord, 
you must allow me to tell you that I fully share the 
feeling." 

" There is no use in making a quarrel about it," said 
Eustace. 

"The quarrel is ready made," replied Greystock. 
" I am here to tell Lord Fawn in your presence, and in 
the presence of Mr. Camperdown, that he is behaving 
to a lady with ill-usage, which he would not dare to 
exercise, did he not know that her position saves him 
from legal punishment, as do the present usages of 
society from other consequences." 

"I have behaved to her with every possible con- 
sideration," said Lord Fawn. 

"That is a simple assertion," said the other. "I 
have made one assertion, and you have made another. 
The world will have to judge between us. What right 
have you to take upon yourself to decide whether this 
thing or that belongs to Lady Eustace, or to any one 
elseP" 

" When the thing was talked about I was obliged to 
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liave an opinion/^ said Lord Fawn, who was still think- 
ing of words in which to reply to the insult offered 
him by Grey stock, without injury to his dignity as an 
Under-Secretary of State. 

" Tour conduct, sir, has been altogether inexcusable/' 
Then Frank turned to the attorney. "I have been 
giyen to understand that you are desirous of knowing 
where this diamond necklace is at present. It is at 
Lady Eustace's house in Scotland ; — at Portray Castle." 
Then he shook hands with John Eustace, bowed to 
Mr. Camperdown, and succeeded in leaving the room 
before Lord Fawn had so far collected his senses as to 
be able to frame his anger into definite words. 

" I will never willingly speak to that man again," 
said Lord Fawn. But as it was not probable that 
Qxeystock would greatly desire any further conversation 
with Lord Fawn, this threat did not carry with it any 
powerful feeling of severity. 

Mr. Camperdown groaned over the matter with 
thorough vexation of spirit. It seemed to him as 
though the harpy, as ho called her, would really make 
good her case against him,-: — at any rate, would make 
it seem to be good for so long a time, that all the 
triumph of success would be hers. He knew that she 
was already in debt, and gave her credit for a pro- 
pensity to fast living which almost did her an injustice. 
Of course, the jewels would be sold for half their value, 
and the harpy would triumph. Of what use to him or 
to the estate would be a decision of the courts in his 
favour, when the diamonds should have been broken 
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up and scattered to the winds of heaven P Ten thou- 
sand pounds ! It was, to Mr. Camperdown's mind, a 
thing quite terrible that, in a country which boasts of 
its laws, and of the execution of its laws, such an im- 
postor as was this widow should be able to lay her 
dirty, grasping fingers on so great an amount of pro- 
perty, and that there should be no means of punishing 
her. That Lizzie Eustace had stolen the diamonds, 
as a pickpocket steals a watch, was a fact as to which 
Mr. Camperdown had in his mind no shadow of a 
doubt. And, as the reader knows, he was right. She 
had stolen them. Mr. Camperdown knew that she had 
stolen them, and was a wretched man. From the first 
moment of the late Sir Florian's infatuation about this 
woman, she had worked woe for Mr. Camperdown. 
Mr. Camperdown had striven hard, — to the great and 
almost permanent offence of Sir Florian, — to save 
Portray from its present condition of degradation ; but 
he had striven in vain. Portray belonged to the harpy 
for her life ; and moreover he himself had been forced 
to be instrumental in paying over to the harpy a largo 
sum of Eustace money almost immediately on her be- 
coming a widow. Then had come the affair of the 
diamonds; — an affair of ten thousand pounds! — as 
Mr. Camperdown would exclaim to himself, throwing 
his eyes up to the ceiling. And now it seemed that 
she was to get the better of him, even in that, although 
there could not be a shadow of doubt as to her false- 
hood and fraudulent dishonesty I His luck in the 
matter was so bad ! John Rustace had no backbone, 
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no spirit) no proper feeling as to his own family. Lord 
Fawn was as weak as water^ and almost disgraced the 
cause by the accident of his adherence to it. Grey- 
stock, who would have been a tower of strength, had 
turned against him, and was now prepared to maintain 
that the harpy was right. Mr. Campcrdown knew that 
the harpy was wrong, — that she was a harpy, and lie 
would not abandon the cause ; but the difficulties in his 
way were great, and the annoyance to which he was 
subjected was excessive. His wife and daughters were 
still at Dawlish, and he was up in town in September, 
simply because the harpy had the present possession 
of these diamonds. 

Mr. Campcrdown was a man turned sixty, handsome, 
grey-haired, healthy, somewhat florid, and carrying in 
his face and person external signs of prosperity and 
that kind of self-assertion which prosperity always 
produces. But they who knew him best were aware 
that he did not bear trouble well. In any trouble, such 
as was this about the necklace, there would come over 
his face a look of weakness which betrayed the want 
of real inner strength. How many faces one sees 
which, in ordinary circumstances, are comfortable, self- 
asserting, sufficient, and even bold ; the lines of which, 
under difficulties, collapse and become mean, spiritless, 
and insignificant. There are faces which, in their 
usual form, seem to bluster with prosperity, but which 
the loss of a dozen points at whist will reduce to that 
currish aspect which reminds one of a dog-whip. 
Mr. Camperdown's countenance, when Lord Fawn and 
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Mr. Eustace left him, had fallen away into this mean- 
ness of appearance. He no longer carried himself as a 
man owning a dog- whip, but rather as the hoimd that 

feared it. 

A better attorney, for the purposes to which his life 
was devoted, did not exist in London than Mr. Camper- 
down. To say that he was honest, is nothing. To 
describe him simply as zealous, would be to fall very 
short of his merits. The interests of his clients were 
his own interests, and the legal rights of the properties 
of which he had the legal charge, were as dear to him 
as his own blood. But it could not be said of him that 
he was a learned lawyer. Perhaps in that branch of 
a solicitor's profession in which be had been called 
upon to work, experience goes further than learning. 
It may be doubted, indeed, whether it is not so in 
every branch of every profession. But it might, per- 
haps, have been better for Mr. Camperdown had he 
devoted more hours of his youth to reading books on 
conveyancing. He was now too old for such studies, 
and could trust only to the reading of other people. 
The reading, however, of other people was. always at 
his command, and his clients were rich men who did 
not mind paying for an opinion. To have an opinion 
from Mr. Dove, or some other learned gentleman, was 
the everyday practice of his life; and when he obtained, 
as ho often did, little coigns of legal vantage and subtle 
definitions as to property which were comfortable to 
him, he would rejoice to think that he could always 
have a Dove at his hand to tell him exactly how far he 
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was justified in going in defence of his clients' interests. 
But now there had come to him no comfort from his 
corner of legal knowledge. Mr. Dove had taken extra- 
ordinary pains in the matter, and had simply succeeded 
in throwing over his employer. " A necklace can*t be 
an heirloom ! " said Mr. Camperdown to himself, telling 
off on his fingers half-a-dozen instances in which he 
had either known or had heard that the head of a 
family had so arranged the future possession of the 
family jewels. Then he again read Mr. Dove's opinion; 
and actually took a law-book off his shelves with the 
view of testing the correctness of the barrister in 
reference to some special assertion. A pot or a pan 
might be an heirloom, but not a necklace ! Mr. Cam- 
perdown could hardly bring himself to believe that 
this was law. And then as to paraphernalia ! Up to 
this moment, though ho had been called upon to 
arrange great dealings in reference to widows, he had 
never as yet heard of a claim made by a widow for 
paraphernalia. But then the widows with whom he 
had been called upon to deal, had been ladies quite 
content to accept the good things settled upon them 
by the liberal prudence of their friends and husbands, 
— not greedy, blood-sucking harpies, such as this Lady 
Eustace. It was quite terrible to Mr. Camperdown 
that one of his clients should have fallen into such a 
pit. Mors omnibus est communis. But to have left 
such a widow behind one ! 

" John," he said, opening his door. John was his 
son and partner, and John came to him, having been 
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summoned by a clerk from another room. " Just shut 

the door. IVe had such a scene here ; — Lord Fawn 

and Mr. Greystock almost coming to blows about that 

horrid woman.*' 

" The "Upper House would have got the worst of it, 
as it usually does," said the younger attorney. 

"And there is John Eustace cares no more what 
becomes of the property than if he had nothing to do 
with it ; — absolutely talks of replacing the diamonds 
out of his own pocket; a man whose personal interest 
in the estate is by no means equal to her own." 

" He wouldn't do it, you know," said Camperdown 
Junior, who did not know the family. 

" It's just what he would do," said the father, who 
did. "There's nothing they wouldn't give away, when 
once the idea takes them. Think of that woman 
having the whole Portray estate, perhaps for the next 
sixty years, — nearly the fee-simple of the property, 
— just because she made eyes to Sir Florian ! " 

" That's done and gone father." 

"And here's Dove tells us that a necklace can't 
be an heirloom, unless it belongs to the Crown." 

"Whatever he says, you'd better take his word 
for it." 

" I'm not so sure of that. It can't be. I'll tell you 
what I'll do. I'll go over and see him. We can 
file a bill in Chancery, I don't doubt, and prove that 
the property belongs to the family, and must go by the 
will. But she'll sell them before we can get the 
custody of them." 
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'^ Perhaps she has done that already." 

" Greystock says they are at Portray, and I believe 

they are. She was wearing them in London only in 

July, — a day or two before I saw her as she was 

leaving town. If anybody like a jeweller had been 

down at the castle, I should have heard of it. She 
hasn't sold them yet, but she will.'' 

"She could do that just the same if they were an 
heirloom." 

"No, John. I think not. We could have acted 
much more quickly, and have frightened her." 

" If I were you, father, I'd drop the matter alto- 
gether, and let John Eustace replace them if he pleases. 
We aU know that he would never be called on to do 
anything of the kind. It isn't our sort of business." 

" Not ten thousand pounds ! " said Camperdown 
Senior, to whom the magnitude of the larceny almost 
ennobled the otherwise mean duty of catching the 
thief. Then Mr. Camperdown rose, and slowly walked 
across the New Square, Lincoln's Inn, under the low 
archway, by the entrance to the old court in which 
Lord Eldon used to sit, to the Old Square, in which 
the Turtle Dove had built his legal nest on a first floor, 
close to the old gateway. 

Mr. Dove was a gentleman who spent a very great 
portion of his life in this somewhat gloomy abode of 
learning. It was not now term time, and most of 
his brethren were absent from London, recruiting their 
strength among the Alps, or drinking in vigour for 
fresh campaigns with the salt sea breezes of Kent and 
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Sussex, or perhaps shooting deer in Scotland, or catch- 
ing fish in Connemara. But Mr. Dove was a man of 
iron, who wanted no such recreation. To be absent 
from his law-books and the black, littered, ink-stained 
old table on which he was wont to write his opinions, 
was, to him, to be wretched. The only exercise neces- 
sary to him was that of putting on his wig and going 
into one of the courts that were close to his chambers ; 
— but even that was almost distasteful to him. He 
preferred sitting in his old arm-chair, turning over 
his old books in search of old cases, and producing 
opinions which he would be prepared to back against 
all the world of Lincoln's Inn. He and Mr. Camper- 
down had known each other intimately for many 
years, and though the rank of the two men in their 
profession diflfered much, they were able to discuss 
questions of law without any appreciation of that dif- 
ference among themselves. The one man knew much, 
and the other little ; the one was not only learned, 
but possessed also of great gifts, while the other was 
simply an ordinary clear-headed man of business ; but 
they had sympathies in common which made them 
friends ; they were both honest and im willing to sell 
their services to dishonest customers ; and they equally 
entertained a deep-rooted contempt for that portion 
of mankind who thought that property could be 
managed and protected without the intervention of 
lawyers. The outside world to them was a world 
of pretty, laughing, ignorant children ; and lawyers 
were the parents, guardians, pastors and masters by 
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whom the children should be protected from the evils 
incident to their childishness. 

Yes, sir ; he's here," said the Turtle Dove's clerk. 
He is talking of going away, but he won't go. He's 
told me I can have a week, but I don't know that I 
like to leave him. Mrs. Dove and the children are 
down at Kamsgate, and he's here all night. He 
hadn't been out so long that when he wanted to go 
as far as the Temple yesterday, we couldn't find his 
hat." Then the clerk opened the door, and ushered 
Mr. Camperdown into the room. Mr. Dove was the 
younger man by five or six years, and his hair was 
still black. Mr. Camperdown's was nearer white than 
grey; but, nevertheless, Mr. Camperdown looked as 
though he were the younger man. Mr. Dove was a 
long, thin man, with a stoop in his shoulders, with 
deep-set, hollow eyes, and lanthom cheeks, and sallow 
complexion, with long, thin hands, who seemed to 
acknowledge by every movement of his body and every 
tone of his voice that old age was creeping on him — 
whereas the attorney's step was still elastic, and his 
speech brisk. Mr. Camperdown wore a blue frock- 
coat, and a coloured cravat, and a light waistcoat. 
With Mr. Dove every visible article of his raiment 
was black, except his shirt, and he had that peculiar 
blackness which a man achieves when he wears a 
dress-coat over a high black waistcoat in the morning. 

"You didn't make much, I fear, of what I sent 
you about heirlooms," said Mr. Dove, divining the 
purport of Mr. Camperdown's visit. 
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[^'A great deal more than I wanted, I can assure 
you, Mr. Dove." 

" There is a common error about heirlooms." 

" Very common, indeed, I should say. God bless 
my soul ! when one knows how often the word occurs 
in family deeds, it does startle one to be told that 
there isn't any such thing." 

" I don't think I said quite so much as that. In- 
deed, I was careful to point out that the law does 
acknowledge heirlooms." 

" But not diamonds," said the attorney. 

" I doubt whether I went quite so far as that." 

" Only the Crown diamonds." 

" I don't think I ever debarred all other diamonds. 
A diamond in a star of honour might form a part of 
an heirloom ; but I do not think that a diamond itself 
could be an heirloom." 

"If in a star of honour, why not in a necklace ?" 
argued Mr. Camperdown almost triumphantly. 

" Because a star of honour, unless tampered with by 
fraud, would naturally be maintained in its original 
form. The setting of a necklace will probably be 
altered from generation to generation. The one, like 
a picture or a precious piece of furniture " 

" Or a pot or a pan," said Mr. Camperdown, with 
sarcasm. 

" Pots and pans may be precious, too," replied the 
Dove. " Such things can be traced, and can be held 
as heirlooms without imposing too great difficulties on 
their guardians. The Law is generally very wise and 
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prudent, Mr. Camperdown ; — much more so often than 
are they who attempt to improve it." 

" I quite agree with you there, Mr, Dove.'* 

" Would the Law do a service, do you think, if it 
lent its authority to the special preservation in special 
hands of trinkets only to be used for vanity and 
ornament P Is that a kind of property over which 
an owner should have a power of disposition more 
lasting, more autocratic, than is given him even in 
regard to land P The land, at any rate, can be traced. 
It is a thing fixed and known. A string of pearls is 
not only alterable, but constantly altered, and cannot 
easily be traced.'* 

"Property of such enormous value should, at any 
rate, be protected," said Mr. Camperdown indignantly. 

"All property is protected, Mr. Camperdown; — 
although, as we know too well, such protection can 
never be perfect. But the system of heirlooms, if 
there can be said to be such a system, was not 
devised for what vou and I mean when we talk of 
protection of property." 

" I should have said that that was just what it was 
devised for." 

" I think not. It was devised with the more pic- 
turesque idea of maintaining chivalric associations. 
Heirlooms have become so, not that the future owners 
of them may be assured of so much wealth, — ^whatever 
the value of the thing so settled may be, — ^but that 
the son or grandson or descendant may enjoy the 
satisfaction which is derived from saying. My father or 
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my grandfather or my ancestor sat in that chair, or 
looked as he now looks in that picture, or was graced 
by wearing on his breast that very ornament which 
you now see lying beneath the glass. Crown jewels 
are heirlooms in the same way, as representing not 
the possession of the sovereign, but the time-honoured 
dignity of the Crown. The Law, which, in general, 
concerns itself with our property or lives and our 
liberties, has in this matter bowed gracefully to the 
spirit of chivalry and has lent its aid to romance ; — 
but it certainly did not do so to enable the discordant 
heirs of a rich man to settle a simple dirty question 
of money, which, with ordinary prudence, the rich 
man should himself have settled before he died." 

The Turtle Dove had spoken with emphasis and had 
spoken well, and Mr. Camperdown had not ventured 
to interrupt him while he was speaking. He was 
sitting far back on his chair, but with his neck bent 
and his head forward, rubbing his long thin hands 
slowly over each other, and with his deep bright 
eyes firmly fixed on his companion's face. Mr. 
Camperdown had not imfrequently heard him speak 
in the same fashion before, and was accustomed to 
his manner of unravelling the mysteries and search- 
ing into the causes of Law with a spirit which almost 
lent a poetry to the subject. When Mr. Dove would do 
80, Mr. Camperdown would not quite understand the 
words spoken, but he would listen to them with an 
undoubting reverence. And he did understand them 
in part, and was conscious of an infusion of a certain 
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amount of poetic spirit into his own bosom. He would 
think of these speeches afterwards, and would enter- 
tain high but somewhat cloudy ideas of the beauty 
and the majesty of law. ilr. Dove's speeches did 
Mr. Camperdown good, and helped to preserve him 
from that worst of all diseases, — a low idea of 
humanity. 

" You think, then, we had better not claim them as 
heirlooms P " he asked. 

** I think you had better not." 

**And you think that she could claim them — as 
paraphernalia." 

" That question has hardly been put to me, — though 
I allowed myself to wander into it. But for my 
intimacy with you, I should hardly have ventured to 
stray so far." 

" I need hardly say how much obliged we are. But 

we will submit oue or two other cases to vou," 

» 

" I am inclined to think the court would not allow 
them to her as paraphernalia, seeing that their value is 
excessive as compared with her income and degree; 
but if it did, it would do so in a fashion that would 
guard them from alienation." 

" She would sell them — under the rose." 
"Then she would be guilty of stealing them, — 
which she would hardly attempt, even if not restrained 
by honesty, knowing, as she would know, that the 
greatness of the value would almost assuredly lead to 
detection. The same feeling would prevent buyers 
from purchasing." 
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" She says, you know, that they were given to her, 
absolutely." 

" I should like to know the circumstances." 

" Yes ;— of course." 

" But I should be disposed to think that in equity 
no allegation by the receiver of such a gift, unsub- 
stantiated either by evidence or by deed, would be 
allowed to stand. The gentleman left behind him a 
will, and regular settlements. I should think that 
the possession of these diamonds, — ^not, I presume, 
touched on in the settlements " 

" Oh dear no; — ^not a word about them." 

" I should think, then, that, subject to any claim for 
paraphernalia, the possession of the diamonds would 
be ruled by the will." Mr. Camperdown was rushiDg 
into the further difficulty of the chattels in Scotland 
and those in Engand, when the Turtle Dove stopped 
him, declaring that he could not venture to discuss 
matters as to which he knew none of the facts. 

"Of course not; — of course not," said Mr. Cam- 
perdown. " We'll have cases prepared. I'd apologise 
for coming at all, only that I get so much from a few 
words." 

"I'm always delighted to see you, Mr. Camper- 
down," said the Turtle Dove, bowing. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



T HAD BETTER GO AWAY. 



When Lord Fawn gave a sudden jump and stalked 
away towards the house on that Sunday morning 
before breakfast, Lucy Morris was a very unhappy 
girl. She had a second time accused Lord Fawn of 
speaking an untruth. She did not quite imderstand 
the usages of the world in the matter; but she did 
know that the one offence which a gentleman is sup- 
posed never to commit is that of sjpeaking an untruth. 
The offence may be one committed oftener than any 
other by gentlemen, — as also by all other people; 
but, nevertheless, it is regarded by the usages of society 
as being the one thing which a gentleman never does. 
Of all this Lucy understood something. The word 
" lie " she knew to be utterly abominable. That 
Lizzie Eustace was a little liar had been acknow- 
ledged between herself and the Fawn girls very often, 
— ^but to have told Lady Eustace that any word spoken 
by her was a lie, would have been a worse crime than 
the lie itself. To have brought such an accusation, 
in that term, against Lord Fawn, would have been 
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to degrade herself for ever. "Was there any diflference 
between a He and an untruth P That one must be, 
and that the other need not be, intentional, she did feel; 
but she felt also that the less offensive word had come 
to mean a lie, — the world having been driven so to use 
it because the world did not dare to talk about lies ; 
and this word, bearing such a meaning in common 
parlance, she had twice applied to Lord Fawn. And 
yet, as she was well aware. Lord Fawn had told no 
lie. He had himself believed every word that he had 
spoken against Frank Greystock. That he had been 
guilty of unmanly cruelty in so speaking of her lover 
in her presence, Lucy still thought, but she should 
not therefore have accused him of falsehood. " It was 
untrue all the same,'' she said to herself, as she stood 
still on the gravel walk, watching the rapid disappear- 
ance of Lord Fawn, and endeavouring to think what 
she had better now do with herself. Of course. Lord 
Fawn, like a great child, would at once go and tell his 
mother what that wicked governess had said to him. 

In the hall she met her friend Lydia. " Oh, Lucy, 
what is the matter with Frederic P " she asked. 

" Lord Fawn is very angry indeed.'* 

"With you P" 

** Yes ; — ^with me. lie is so angry that I am sure 
he would not sit down to breakfast with me. So I 
won't come down. "Will you tell your mamma P If 
she likes to send to me, of course I'll go to her at 



once." 



*' What have you done, Lucy P " 
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" Fve told him again that what he said wasn't true." 

" But why P " 

" Because — Oh, how can I say why P "WTiy docs 
any person do everything that she ought not to do)^ 
It's the fall of Adam, I suppose." 

"You shouldn't make a joke of It, Lucy." 

** You can have no conception how unhappy I am 
about it. Of course. Lady Fawn will tell me to go 
away. I went out on purpose to beg his pardon for 
what I said last night, and I just said the very same 
thing again." 

'* But why did you say it ? " 

"And I should say it again and again and again, if 
he were to go on telling me that Mr. Greystock isn't 
a gentleman. I don't think he ought to have done 
it. Of course, I have been very wrong ; I know that. 
But I think he has been wrong too. But I must own 
it, and he needn't. I'll go up now and stay in my 
own room till your mamma sends for me." 

" And I'll get Jane to bring you some breakfast." 

" I don't care a bit about breakfast," said Lucy. 

Lord Fawn did tell his mother, and Lady Fawn was 
perplexed in the extreme. She was divided in hor 
judgment and feelings between the privilege due to 
Lucy as a girl possessed of an authorised lover, — a 
privilege which no doubt existed, but which was not 
extensive, — and the very much greater privilege which 
attached to Lord Fawn as a man, as a peer, as an 
Under-Secretary of State, — but which attached to him 
especially as the head and only man belonging to the 
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Fawn family. Such a one, when, moved by filial duty, 
he condescends to come once a week to his mother's 
house, is entitled to say whatever he pleases, and should 
on no account be contradicted by any one. Lucy no 
doubt had a lover, — an authorised lover ; but perhaps 
that fact could not be taken as more than a balancing 
weight against the inferiority of her position as a 
governess. Lady Fawn was of course obliged to take 
her son's part, and would scold Lucy. Lucy must be 
scolded very seriously. But it would be a thing so 
desirable if Lucy could be induced to accept her scold- 
ing and have done with it, and not to make matters 
worse by talking of going away ! " You don't mean 
that she came out into the shrubbery, having made 
up her mind to be rude to you ? " said Lady Fawn to 
her son. 

" No; — I do not think that. But her temper is so 
ungovernable, and she has^ if I may say so, been so 
spoilt among you here, — I mean by the girls, of 
course, — that she does not know how to restrain her- 
self." 

" She is as good as gold, you know, Frederic." He 
shrugged his shoulders, and declared that he had not a 
word more to say about it. He could, of course, remain 
in London till it should suit Mr. Greystock to take his 
bride. " You'll break my heart if you say that ! " 
exclaimed the unhappy mother. •' Of course, she shall 
leave the house if you wish it." 

" I wish nothing," said Lord Fawn. " But I pecu- 
liarly object to be told that I am a — ^liar." Then 
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lie stalked away along the corridor and went down to 
breakfast, as black as a tbunder-cloud. 

Lady Fawn and Lucy sat opposite to eacb other in 
cburchy but they did not speak till the afternoon. 
Lady Fawn went to church in the carriage and Lucy 
walked, and as Lucy retired to her room immediately 
on. her return to the house, there had not been an 
opportunity even for a word. After lunch Amelia 
came up to her and sat down for a long discussion. 
**Np,w, Lucy, something must be done, you know," 
said Amelia. 

" I suppose so." 

" Of course, mamma must see you. She can't allow 
things to go on in this way. Mamma is very unhappy, 
and didn't eat a morsel of breakfast." By this latter 
assertion Amelia simply intended to imply that her 
mother had refused to be helped a second time to 
fried bacon, as was customary. 

** Of course, I shall go to her the moment she sends 
for me. Oh, — ^I am so unhappy ! " 

" I don't wonder at that, Lucy. So is my brother 
unhappy. These things make people unhappy. It is 
what the world calls — ^temper, you know, Lucy." 

"Why did ho tell me that Mr. Greystock isn't a 
gentleman ? Mr. Greystock is a gentleman. I meant 
to say nothing more than that." 

" But you did say more, Lucy." 

*' When he said that Mr. Greystock wasn't a gentle- 
man, I told him it wasn't true. Why did he say it? 
He knows all about it. Everybody knows. Would 
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you tliink it wise to com© and abuse liira to me, wLcn 
you know what he is to me ? I can't bear it, and I 
won't. I'll go away to-morrow, if your mamma wishes 
it*" But that going away was just what Lady Fawn 
did not wish. 

" I think you know, Lucy, you should express your 
deep sorrow at what has passed." 

" To your brother ? " 

" Yes." 

" Then he would abuse Mr. Greystock again, and it 
would all be as bad as ever. I'll beg Lord Fawn's 
pardon if he'll promise beforehand not to say a word 
about Mr. Greystock." 

" You can't expect him to make a bargain like that, 
Lucy." 

" I suppose not. I daresay I'm very wicked, and I 
must be left wicked. I'm too wicked to stay here. 
That's the long and the short of it." 

"I'm afraid you're proud, Lucy." 

" I suppose I am. If it wasn't for all that I owe 
to everybody here, and that I love you all so much, 
I should be proud of being proud ; — ^because of Mr. 
Greystock. Only it kills me to make Lady Fawn un- 
happy." 

Amelia left the culprit, feeling that no good had 
been done, and Lady Fawn did not see the delinquent 
till late in the afternoon. Lord Fawn had, in the 
meantime, wandered out along the river all alone to 
brood over the condition of his affairs. It hud been 
an evil day for him in which ho had first seen Lady 
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Eustace. From the first moment of his engagement 
to her he had been an unhappy man. Her treatment 
of him, the stories which reached his ears from Mrs. 
Hittaway and others, Mr. Camperdown's threats of law 
in regard to the diamonds, and Frank Grey stock's 
insults, altogether made him aware that he could not 
possibly marry Lady Eustace. But yet he had no 
proper and becoming way of escaping from the bonds 
of his engagement. He was a man with a conscience, 
and was made miserable by the idea of behaving badly 
to a woman. Perhaps it might have been diflBcult to 
analyse his misery, and to decide how much arose from 
the feeling that he was behaving badly, and how much 
from the conviction that the world would accuse him 
of doing so ; but, between the two, he was wretched 
enough. The punishment of the ofience had been com- 
menced by Greystock's unavenged insults; — and it 
now seemed to him that this girl's conduct was a con- 
tinuation of it. The world was already beginning to 
treat him with that want of respect which he so greatly 
dreaded. He knew that he was too weak to stand up 
against a widely-spread expression of opinion that he 
had behaved badly. There are men who can. walk 
about the streets with composed countenances, take 
their seats in Parliament if they happen to have seats, 
work in their offices, or their chambers, or their count- 
ing-houses with diligence, and go about the world 
serenely, even though everybody be saying evil of 
them behind their backs. Such men can live down 
temporary calumny, and almost take a delight in the 
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isolation which it will produce. Lord Fawn knew 
well that he was not such a man. He would have 
described his own weakness as caused, perhaps, by a 
too thin-skinned sensitiveness. Those who knew him 
were inclined to say that he lacked strength of cha- 
racter, and, perhaps, courage. 

He had certainly engaged himself to marry this 
widow, and he was most desirous to do what was right. 
He had said that he would not marry her unless she 
would give up the necklace, and he was most desirous 
to be true to his word. He had been twice insulted, 
and he was anxious to support these injuries with 
dignity. Poor Lucy's little offence against him rankled 
in his mind with the other great offences. That this 
humble friend of his mother's should have been in- 
solent, was a terrible thing to him. He was not sure 
even whether his own sisters did not treat him with 
scantier reverence than of yore. And yet he was so 
anxious to do right, and do his duty in that state of 
life to which it had pleased God to call him ! As to 
much he was in doubt ; but of two things he was quite 
sure, — that Frank Greystock was a scoundrel, and that 
Lucy Morris was the . most impertinent young woman 
in England. 

" What would you wish to have done, Frederic P " 
his mother said to him on his return. 

" In what respect, mother P '' 

" About Lucy Morris P I have not seen her yet. I 
have thought it better that she should be left to herself 
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for a while before I did so. I suppose she must come 
down to dinner. She always does." 

" I do not wish to interfere with the young lady's 
meals." 

" If ; — but about meeting her P If there is to be 
no talking it will be so very unpleasant. It will be 
unpleasant to us all, but I am thinking chiefly of 
you." 

"I do not wish anybody to be disturbed for my 
comfort." A young woman coming down to dinner as 
though in disgrace, and not being spoken to by any 
one, would, in truth, have had rather a soothing effect 
upon Lord Fawn, who would have felt that the general 
silence and dulness had been produced as a sacrifice in 
his honour. " I can, of course, insist that she should 
apologise ; but if she refuses, what shall I do then ? " 

"Let there be no more apologies, if you please, 
mother." 

" What shall I do then, Frederic ?" 

" Miss Morris's idea of an apology is a repetition 
of her offence with increased rudeness. It is not for 
me to say what you should do. If it be true that she 
is engaged to that man " 

" It is true, certainly." 

" No doubt that will make her quite independent of 
you, and I can imderstand that her presence here in 
such circumstances must be very uncomfortable to you 
all. No doubt she feels her power." 

" Indeed, Frederic, you do not know her." 
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" I can hardly say that I desire to know her better. 
You cannot suppose that I can be anxious for further 
intimacy with a young lady who has twice given me 
the lie in your house. Such conduct is, at least, very 
imusual ; and as no absolute punishment can be in- 
flicted, the offender can only be avoided. It is thus 
and thus only that such offences can be punished. I 
shall be satisfied if you will give her to understand 
that I should prefer that she should not address me 
again." 

Poor Lady Fawn was beginning to think that Lucy 
was right in saying that there was no remedy for 
all these evils but that she should go away. But 
whither was she to go ? She had no home but such 
home as she could earn for herself by her services 
as a governess, and in her present position it was 
almost out of the question that she should seek another 
place. Lady Fawn, too, felt that she had pledged her- 
self to Mr. Greystock that till next year Lucy should 
have a home at Fawn Court. Mr. Greystock, indeed, 
was now an enemy to the family ; but Lucy was not 
an enemy, and it was out of the question that she 
should be treated with real enmity. She might be 
scolded, and scowled at, and put into a kind of draw- 
ing-room Coventry for a time, — so that all kindly 
intercourse with her should be confined to school-room 
work and bed-room conferences. She could be gene- 
rally " sat upon," as Nina would call it. But as for 
quarrelling with her, — making a real enemy of one 
whom they all loved, one whom Lady Fawn knew to 



/ had better go away. 3 7 

be " as good as gold/' one who had become so dear to 
the old lady that actual extrusion from their family 
affections would be like the cutting off of a limb^ — 
that was simply impossible. " I suppose I had better 
go and see her," said Lady Fawn, — " and I have got 
such a headache." 

" Do not see her on my account," said Lord Fawn. 
The duty, however, was obligatory, and Lady Fawn 
with slow steps sought Lucy in the school-room. 

" Lucy," she said, seating herself, " what is to be 
the end of all this?" 

Lucy came up to her and knelt at her feet. "If 
you knew how unhappy I am, because I have vexed 
you ! " 

" I am imhappy, my dear, because I think you have 
been betrayed by warm temper into misbehaviour." 

" I know I have." 

" Then why do you not control your temper P " 

" If anybody were to come to you. Lady Fawn, and 
make horrible accusations against Lord Fawn, or 
against Augusta, would not you be angry P Would 
you be able to stand it ? " 

Lady Fawn was not clear-headed ; she was not 
clever ; nor was she even always rational. But she 
was essentially honest. She knew that she would fly 
at anybody who should in her presence say such 
bitter things of any of her children as Lord Fawn 
had said of Mr. Greystock in Lucy's hearing; — and 
she knew also that Lucy was entitled to hold Mr. 
Greystock as dearly as she held her own sons and 
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daughters. Lord Fawn, at Fawn Court, could not do 
wrong. That was a tenet by which she was obliged 
to hold fast. And yet Lucy had been subjected to 
great cruelty. She thought awhile for a valid argu- 
ment. " My dear/' she said, " your youth should make 
a difference.*' 

" Of course it should." 

" And though to me and to the girls you are as dear 
as any friend can bo, and may say just what you 
please— Indeed, we all live here in such a way 
that we all do say just what we please, — ^young and 
old together. But you ought to know that Lord 
Fawn is different." 

" Ought he to say that Mr. Greystock is not a gen- 
tleman to moP" 

"We are, of course, very sorry that there should 
be any quarrel. It is all the fault of that — nasty, 
false young woman." 

" So it is, Lady Fawn. Lady Fawn, I have been 
thinking about it all the day, and I am quite sure 
that I had better not stay here while you and the 
girls think badly of Mr. Greystock. It is not only 
about Lord Fawn but because of the whole thing. I 
am always wanting to say something good about Mr. 
Greystock, and you are always thinking something bad 
about him. You have been to me, — oh, the very best 
friend that a girl ever had. Why you should have 
treated me so generously I never could know." 

" Because we have loved you." 

" But when a girl has got a man whom she loves. 
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and has promised to marry, he must be her best friend 
of all. Is it not so, Lady Fawn ?" The old woman 
stooped down and kissed the girl who had got the 
man. "It is not ingratitude to you that makes me 
think most of him ; is it ? '' 

" Certainly not, dear." 

" Then I had better go away." 

" But where will you go, Lucy ? " 

" I will consult Mr. Grey«tock." 

" But what can he do, Lucy P It will only be a 
trouble to him. He can't find a home for you. " 

" Perhaps they would have me at the deanery," said 
Lucy slowly. She had evidently been thinking much 
of it all. " And, Lady Fawn, I will not go down-stairs 
while Lord Fawn is here ; and when he comes, — if 
he does come again while I am here, — he shall not 
be troubled by seeing me. He may be sure of that. 
And you may tell him that I don't defend myself, 
only I shall always think that he ought not to have 
said that Mr. Greystock wasn't a gentleman before 
me." When Lady Fawn left Lucy the matter was 
so far settled that Lucy had neither been asked to 
come down to dinner, nor had she been forbidden to 
seek another home. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

MR. GREYSTOCK's troubles. 

Frai^k Greystock stayed the Sunday in London and 
went down to Bobsborough on the Monday. His 
father and mother and sister all knew of his engage- 
ment to Lucy, and they had heard also that Lady 
Eustace was to become Lady Fawn. Of the neck- 
lace they had hitherto heard very little, and of the 
quarrel between the two lovers they had heard nothing. 
There had been many misgivings at the deanery, and 
some regrets about these marriages. Mrs. Greystock, 
Frank's mother, was, as we are so wont to say of many 
women, the best woman in the world. She was unsel- 
fish, affectionate, charitable, and thoroughly feminine. 
But she did think that her son Frank, with all his 
advantages, — good looks, cleverness, general popu- 
larity, and seat in Parliament, — might just as well 
marry an heiress asi a little girl without twopence in 
the world. As for herself, who had been bom a 
Jackson, she could do with very little ; but the Grey- 
stocks were all people who wanted money. For them 
there was never more than ninepence in a shilling. 
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if so mucli. They were a race who could not pay their 
way with moderate incomes. Even the dear dean, 
who really had a conscience about money, and who 
hardly ever left Bobsborough, could not be kept quite 
clear of debt, let her do what she would. As for the 
admiral, the dean's elder brother, he had been noto- 
rious for insolvency ; and Frank was a Greystock all 
over. He was the very man to whom money with a 
wife was almost a necessity of existence. 

And his pretty cousin, the widow, who was devoted 
to him, and would have married him at a word, had 
ever so many thousands a year ! Of course, Lizzie 
Eustace was not just all that she should be; — ^but 
then who is ? In one respect, at any rate, her conduct 
had always been proper. There was no rumour 
ao^ainst her as to lovers or flirtations. She was verv 
young, and Frank might have moulded her as he 
pleased. Of course there were regrets. Poor dear 
little Lucy Morris was as good as gold. Mrs. Grey- 
stock was quite willing to admit that. She was not 
good-looking ; — so at least Mrs. Greystock said. She 
never would allow that Lucy was good-looking. And 
she didn't see much in Lucy, who, according to her 
idea, was a little chit of a thing. Her position was 
simply that of a governess. Mrg. Greystock declared 
to her daughter that no one in the whole world had 
a higher respect for governesses than had she. But 
a governess is a governess ; — and for a man in Frank's 
position such a marriage would be simply suicide. 
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" You shouldn't say that, mamma, now ; for it's 
fixed," said EUinor Greystook. 

" But I do not say it, my dear. Things sometimes 
are fixed which must be unfixed. You know your 
brother." 

''Frank is earning a large income, mamma." 

" Did you ever know a Greystock who didn't want 
more than his income P " 

" I hope I don't, mamma, and mine is very small.". 

"You're a Jackson. Frank is Greystock to the 
very backbone. If he marries Lucy Morris he must 
give up Parliament. That's all." 

The dean himself was more reticent, and less given 
to interference than his wife, but he felt it also. He 
lyould not for the world have hinted to his son that 
it might be well to marry money; but he thought 
that it was a good thing that his son should go where 
money was. He knew that Frank was apt to spend 
his guineas faster than he got them. All his life long 
the dean had seen what came of such spending. Frank 
had gone out into the world and had prospered, — but 
he could hardly continue to prosper unless he married 
money. Of course, there had been regrets when the 
news came of that fatal engagement with Lucy Morris. 
" It can't be for the next ten years, at any rate," said 
Mrs. Greystock. 

" I thought at one time that ho would have made 
a match with his cousin," said the dean. 

" Of course ; — so did everybody," replied Mrs. Dean. 

Then Frank came among them. He had intended 
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stayiDg some weeks, — perhaps for a month, and great 
preparations were made for him ; but immediately on 
his arrival he announced the necessity that was incum- 
bent on him of going down again to Scotland in ten 
days. ** You've heard about Lizzie, of course ? " he 
said. They had heard that Lizzie was to become Lady 
Fawn, but beyond that they had heard nothing. " You 
know about the necklace?" asked Frank. Some- 
thing of a tale of a necklace had made its way even 
down to quiet Bobsborough. They had been informed 
that there was a dispute between the widow and the 
executors of the late Sir Florian about some diamonds. 
" Lord Fawn is behaving about it in the most atrocious 
manner,'* continued Frank, "and the long and the 
short of it is that there will be no marriage.'' 
" No marriage ! " exclaimed Mrs. Greystock. 
"And what is the truth about the diamonds?" 
asked the dean. 

" Ah ; — it will give the lawyers a job before they 
decide that. They're very valuable; — worth about 
ten thousand pounds, I'm told ; but the most of it 
will go to some of my friends at the Chancery bar. It's 
a pity that I should be out of the scramble myself." 

" But why should you be out ? " asked his mother, 
with tender regrets, — ^not thinking of the matter as 
her son was thinking of it, but feeling that when there 
was so much wealth so very near him, he ought not to 
let it all go past him. 

" As far as I can see," continued Frank, " she has a 
fair claim to them. I suppose they'll file a bill in 
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Chancery, and then it will be out of my line altogether. 
She says her husband gave them to her, — absolutely 
put them on her neck himself, and told her that they 
were hers. As to their being an heirloom, that turns 
out to be impossible. I didn't know it, but it seems 
you can't make diamonds an heirloom. What asto- 
nishes me is, that Fawn should object to the necklace. 
However, he has objected, and has simply told her 
that he won't marry her unless she gives them up." 

** And what does she say ? " 

*' Storms and raves, — as of course any woman would. 
I don't think she is behaving badly. What she wants 
is to reduce him to obedience, and then to dismiss 
him. I think that is no more than fair. Nothing 
on earth would make her marry him now." 

" Did she ever care for him ? " 

" I don't think she ever did. She found her position 
to be troublesome, and she thought she had better 
marry. And then he's a lord, which always goes for 
something." 

" I am sorry you should have so much trouble," 
said Mrs. Greystock. But in truth the mother was 
not sorry. She did not declare to herself that it would 
be a good thing that her son should be false to Lucy 
Morris, in order that he might marry his rich cousin ; 
but she did feel it to be an advantage that he should 
be on terms of intimacy with so large an income as 
that belonging to Lady Eustace. " Doan't thou marry 
for munny, but goa where munny is." Mrs. Grey- 
stock would have repudiated the idea of mercenary 
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marriages in any ordinary conversation, and would 
have been severe on any gentleman who was false to a 
young lady. But it is so hard to bring one's general 
principles to bear on one's own conduct or in one's own 
family ; — and then the Greystocks were so peculiar a 
people ! When her son told her that he must go down 
to Scotland again very shortly, she reconciled herself 
to his loss. Had he left Bobsborough for the sake of 
being near Lucy at Richmond, she would have felt it 
very keenly. 

Days passed by, and nothing was said about poor 
Lucy. Mrs. Greystock had made up her mind that 
she would say nothing on the subject. Lucy had be- 
haved badly in allowing herself to be loved by a man 
who ought to have loved money, and Mrs. Greystock 
had resolved that she would show her feelings by 
silence. The dean had formed no fixed determination, 
but he had thought that it might be, perhaps, as well 
to drop the subject. Frank himself was unhappy 
about it ; but from morning to evening, and from day 
to day, he allowed it to pass by without a word. He 
knew that it should not be so, that such silence was 
in truth treachery to Lucy ; — ^but he did. "What had 
he meant when, as he left Lizzie Eustace among the 
rocks at Portray, — in that last moment, — he had 
assured her that he would be true to her ? And what 
had been Lizzie's meaning? He was more sure of 
Lizzie's meaning than he was of his own. " It's a very 
rough world to live in," he said to himself in these 
days, as he thought of his difficulties. 
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But when he had been nearly a week at the deanery, 
and when the day of his going was so near as to be a 
matter of concern, his sister did at last venture to 
say a word about Lucy. " I suppose there is nothing 
settled about your own marriage, Frank P " 

« Nothing at all/' 

" Nor will be for some while P '* 

"Nor will be, — for some while." This he said in 
a tone which he himself felt to be ill-humoured and 
almost petulant. And he felt also that such ill- 
humour on such a subject was unkind, not to his sister, 
but to Lucy. It seemed to imply that the matter of 
his marriage was distasteful to him. " The truth is,'* 
ho said, "that nothing can bo fixed. Lucy under- 
stands that as well as I do. I am not in a position 
at once to marry a girl who has nothing. It's a pity, 
perhaps, that one can't train oneself to like some girl 
best that has got money ; but as I haven't, there must 
bo some delay. She is to stay where she is, — at any 
rate, for a twelvemonth." 

"But you mean to see herP" 

" Well ; yes ; I hardly know how I can see her, as 
I have quarrelled to the knife with Lord Fawn ; and 
Lord Fawn is recognised by his mother and sisters as 
the one living Jupiter upon earth." 

" I like them for that," said Ellinor. 

"Only it prevents my going to Richmond; — and 
poor Fawn himself is such an indifferent Jupiter." 

That was all that was said about Lucy at Bobs- 
borough, till there came a letter from Lucy to her 
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lover acquainting him with the circumstances of her 
unfortunate position at Richmond. She did not tell 
him quite all the circumstances. She did not repeat 
the strong expressions which Lord Fawn had used, 
nor did she clearly explain how wrathful she had been 
herself. "Lord Fawn has been here/' she said, "and 
there has been ever so much unpleasantness. He is 
very angry with you about Lady Eustace, and, of 
course, Lady Fawn takes his part. I need not tell you 
whose part I take. And so there have been what the 
servants call, — just a few words. It is very dreadful, 
isn't it ? And, after all, Lady Fawn has been as kind 
as possible. But the upshot of it is, that I am not 
to stay here. You mustn't suppose that I'm to be 
turned out at twelve hours' notice. I am to stay till 
arrangements have been made, and everybody will be 
kind to me. But what had I better do ? I'll try and 
get another situation at once if you think it best, only 
I suppose I should have to explain how long I could 
stay. Lady Fawn knows that I am writing to you to 
ask you what you think best." 

On receipt of this, Greystock was very much puzzled. 
What a little fool Lucy had been, and yet what a 
dear little fool ! Who cared for Lord Fawn and his 
hard words? Of course. Lord Fawn would say all 
manner of evil things of him, and would crow valiantly 
in his own farm-yard ; but it would have been so much 
wiser on Lucy's part to have put up with the crowing, 
and to have disregarded altogether the words of a man 
so weak and insignificant! But the evil was done, 
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and he mu8t make some arrangement for poor Lucy's 
comfort. Had lie known exactly how matters stood, 
that the proposition as to Lucy^s departure had come 
wholly from herself, and that at the present time all 
the ladies at Fawn Court, — of course, in the absence 
of Lord Fawn, — were quite disposed to forgive Lucy 
if Lucy would only be forgiven, and hide herself when 
Lord Fawn should come ; — had Frank known all this, 
he might, perhaps, have counselled her to remain at 
Richmond. But he believed that Lady Fawn had 
insisted on Lucy's departure ; and of course, in such 
a case, Lucy must depart. He showed the letter to 
his sister, and asked for advice. "How very unfor- 
tunate I '' said EUinor. 

" Yes ; is it not ? " 

" I wonder what she said to Lord Fawn." 

"She would speak out very plainly." 

" I suppose she has spoken out plainly, or otherwise 
they would never have told her to go away. It seems 
so unlike what I have always heard of Lady Fawn." 

" Lucy can be very headstrong if she pleases," said 
Lucy's lover. " What on earth had I better do for 
her P I don't suppose she can get another place that 
would suit." 

" If she is to be your wife, I don't think she should 

go into another place. If it is quite fixed, " she 

said, and then she looked into her brother's face. 

"Well; what then?" 

" If you are sure you mean it " 

" Of coarse I mean it." 



i 
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" Then she had better come here. As for her going 
out as a governess, and telling the people that she 
is to be your wife in a few months, that is out of the 
question. And it would, I think, be equally so that 
she should go into any house and not tell the truth. 
Of course this would be the place for her.'' It was 
at last decided that EUinor should discuss the matter 
with her mother. 

When the whole matter was unfolded to Mrs. Grey- 
stock, that lady was more troubled than ever. If 
Lucy were to come to the deanery, she must come 
as Frank's affianced bride, and must be treated as 
such by all Bobsborough. The dean would be giving 
his express sanction to the marriage, and so would 
Mrs. Greystock herself. She knew well that she had 
no power of refusing her sanction. Frank must do as 
he pleased about marrying. Were Lucy once his 
wife, of course she would be made welcome to the best 
the deanery could give her. There was no doubt about 
Lucy being as good as gold ; — only that real gold, vile 
as it is, was the one thing that Frank so much needed. 
The mother thought that she had discovered in her son 
something which seemed to indicate a possibility that 
this very imprudent match might at last be aban- 
doned ; and if there were such possibility, sure Lucy 
ought not now to be brought to the deanery. Never- 
theless, if Frank were to insist upon her coming, — she 
must come. 
But Mrs. Greystock had a plan. "Oh, mamma," 

VOL. II. E 
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said Elllnor, when the plan was proposed to her^ '' do 
not you think that would be cruel P'* 

'* Cruel, my dear ! No ; certainly not cruel/' 

" She is such a virago.'* 

^^You think that because Lizzie Eustace has said 
so. I don't know that she's a virago at all. I believe 
her to be a very good sort of woman." 

" J)o you remember, mamma, what the admiral used 
to say of her P " 

" The admiral, my dear, tried to borrow her money, 
as he did everybody's, and when she wouldn't give 
him any, then he said severe things. The poor admiral 
was never to be trusted in such matters." 

" I don't think Frank would like it," said EUinor. 
The plan was this. Lady Linlithgow, who, through 
her brother-in-law, the late Admiral Greystock, was 
connected with the dean's family, had made known her 
desire to have a new companion for six months. The 
lady was to be treated like a lady, but was to have no 
salary. Her travelling expenses were to be paid for 
her, and no duties were to be expected from her, 
except that of talking and listening to the countess. 

" I really think it's the very thing for her," said 
Mrs. Greystock. "It's not like being a governess. 
She's not to have any salary." 

"I don't know whether that makes it better. 



mamma." 



" It would just be a visit to Lady Linlithgow. It 
is that which makes the difference, my dear." 

EUinor felt sure that her brother would not hear 
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of such an engagement, — ^but he did hear of it, and, 
after various objections, gave a sort of sanction to it. 
It was not to be pressed upon Lucy if Lucy disliked 
it. Lady Linlithgow was to be made to imderstand 
that Lucy might leave whenever she pleased. It 
was to be an invitation, which Lucy might accept if 
she were so minded. Lucy's position as an honourable 
guest was to be assured to her. It was thought better 
that Lady Linlithgow should not be told of Lucy's 
engagement unless she asked questions ;—^r unless 
Lucy should choose to tell her. Every precaution 
was to be taken, and then Frank gave his sanction. 
He could imderstand, he said, that it might be in- 
expedient that Lucy should come at once to the 
deanery, as, — were she to do so, — she must remain 
there till her marriage, let the time be ever so long. 
" It might be two years," said the mother. " Hardly 
so long as that," said the son. * " I don't think it 
would be — quite fair — to papa," said the mother. It 
was well that the argument was used behind the 
dean's back, as, had it been made in his hearing, the 
dean would have upset it at once. The dean was so 
short-sighted and imprudent, that he would have pro- 
fessed delight at the idea of having Lucy Morris as a 
resident at the deanery. Frank acceded to the argu- 
ment, — and was ashamed of himself for acceding. 
Ellinor did not accede, nor did her sisters, but it was 
necessary that they should yield. Mrs. Greystock at 
once wrote to Lady Linlithgow, and Frank wrote by 
the same post to Lucy Morris. ''As there must be 
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a year's delay," he wrote, " we all here think it best 
that your visit to us should' be postponed for a while. 
But if you object to the Linlithgow plan, say so at 
once. You shall be asked to do nothing disagreeable." 
He found the letter very diflGlcult to write. He knew 
that she ought to have been welcomed at once to 
Bobsborough. And he knew, too, the reason on which 
his mother's objection was founded. But it might be 
two years before he could possibly marry Lucy Morris ; 
— or it might be three. Would it be proper that 
she should be desired to make the deanery her home 
for so long and so indefinite a time ? And when an 
engagement was for so long, could it be well that 
everybody should know it, — as everybody would, if 
Lucy were to take up her residence permanently at 
the deanery ? Some consideration, certainly, was due 
to his father. 

And, moreover, it was absolutely necessary that he 
and Lizzie Eustace should understand each other as 
to that mutual pledge of troth which had passed 
between them. 

In the meantime he received the following letter 
from Messrs. Camperdown :~ 

" 62, New Square, Lincoln's Inn, 
15 September, 18— 

"Deab Sib, 

" After what passed in our chambers the other 
day, we think it best to let you know that we have 
been instructed by the executor of the late Sir Florian 
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Eustace to file a bill in Chancery against the widow. 
Lady Eustace, for the recovery of valuable diamonds. 
You will oblige us by making the necessary communi- 
cation to her ladyship, and wUl perhaps tell us the 
names of her ladyship's solicitors. 

" We are, dear sir, 
" Your very obedient servants, 

"Camperdown & Son. 

*'r. Greystock, Esq., M.P." 

A few days after the receipt of this letter Frank 
started for Scotland. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

FRANK GREYSTOCK's SECOND VISIT TO PORTRAY. 

On this occasion Frank Gfreystock went down to Por- 
tray Castle with the intention of staying at the house 
during the very short time that he would remain in 
Scotland. He was going there solely on his cousin's 
business, — ^with no view to grouse-shooting or other 
pleasure, and he purposed remaining but a very short 
time, — ^perhaps only one night. His cousin, moreover, 
had spoken of having guests with her, in which case 
there could be no impropriety in his doing so. And 
whether she had guests, or whether she had not, what 
difference could it really make P Mr. Andrew Gowran 
had already seen what there was to see, and could do 
all the evil that could be done. He could, if he were 
so minded, spread reports in the neighbourhood, and 
might, perhaps, have the power of communicating 
what he had discovered to the Eustace faction, — John 
Eustace, Mr. Camperdown, and Lord Fawn. That 
evil, if it were an evil, must be encountered with abso- 
lute indifference. So he went direct to the castle, and 
was received quietly, but very graciously, by his cousin 
Lizzie. 
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There were no guests then staying at Portray ; but 
that very distinguished lady, Mrs. Carbuncle, with her 
niece, Miss Koanoke, had been there; as had also 
that very well-known nobleman. Lord George de 
Bruce Carruthers. Lord George and Mrs. Carbuncle 
were in the habit of seeing a good deal of each other, 
though, as all the world knew, there was nothing 
between them but the simplest friendship. And Sir 
Griffin Tewett had also been there, a young baronet 
who was supposed to be enamoured of that most 
gorgeous of beauties, Lucinda Roanoke. Of all these 
grand friends, — friends with whom Lizzie had become 
acquainted in London, — ^nothing further need be said 
here, as they were not at the castle when Frank 
arrived. "When he came, whether by premeditated 
plan or by the chance of circumstances, Lizzie had no 
one with her at Portray,— except the faithful Mac- 
nulty. 

" I thought to have found you with all the world 
here," said Frank, — the faithful Macnulty being then 
present. 

" Well, — we have had people, but only for a couple 
of days. They are all coming again, but not till 
November. You hunt ; — don't you, Frank ? " 

" I have no time for hunting. Why do you ask ? '* 

"Fm going to hunt. It's a long way to go, — 
ten or twelve miles generally ; but almost everybody 
hunts here. Mrs. Carbuncle is coming again, and she 
is about the best lady in England after hounds ; — so 
they tell me. And Lord George is coming again." 
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" Who is Lord George P " 

" You remember Lord George Carrutliers, whom we 
all knew in London P " 

" What, — the tall man with the hollow eyes and the 
big whiskers, whose life is a mystery to every one. Is 
he coming P '' 

" I like him, just because he isn't a ditto to every 
man one meets. And Sir Griffin Tewett is coming." 

"Who is ditto to everybody." 

"Well; — yes; poor Sir Griffin! The truth is, he 
is awfully smitten with Mrs. Carbuncle's niece." 

" Don!t you go match-making, Lizzie," said Frank. 
" That Sir Griffin is a fool, we will all allow ; but it's 
my belief he has wit enough to make himself pass 
off as a man of fortune, with very little to back it. 
He's at law with his mother, at law with his sisters, 
and at law with his younger brother." 

" If he were at law with his great-grandmother, 
it would be nothing to me, Frank. She has her aunt 
to take care of her, and Sir Griffin is coming with Lord 
George." 

"You don't mean to put up all their horses, Lizzie P" 

" Well, not all. Lord George and Sir Griffin are to 
keep theirs at Troon, or Kilmarnock, or somewhere. 
The ladies will bring two apiece, and I shall have two 
of my own." 

" And carriage-horses and hacks P " 

" The carriage-horses are here, — of course." 

" It will cost you a great deal of money, Lizzie." 

" That's just what I tell her," said Miss Macnulty. 
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" I've been living here ; not spending one shilling 
for the last two months," said Lizzie, " and all for the 
sake of economy ; yet people think that no woman was 
ever left so rich. Surely I can afford to see a few 
friends for one month in the year. If I find I can't 
afford so much as that, I shall let the place, and go 
and live abroad somewhere. It's too much to suppose 
that a woman should shut herself up here for six or 
eight months and see nobody all the time." 

On that, the day of Frank's arrival, not a word was 
said about the necklace, nor of Lord FawD, nor of the 
mutual pledge which had been taken and given down 
among the rocks. Frank, before dinner, went out 
about the place, that he might see how things were 
going on, and observe whether the widow was being 
ill-treated and unfairly eaten up by her dependents. 
He was, too, a little curious as to a matter as to which 
his curiosity was soon relieved. He had hardly reached 
the out-buildings which lay behind the kitchen-gardens 
on his way to the Portray woods, before he encountered 
Andy Gowran. That faithful adherent of the family 
raised his hand to his cap and bobbed his head, and 
then silently, and with renewed daigence, appUed him- 
self to the job which he had in hand. The gate of the 
little yard in which the cowshed stood was off its hinges, 
and Andy was resetting the post and making the fence 
tight and tidy. Frank stood a moment watching him, 
and then asked after his health. '"Deed am I nae that 
to boost about in the way of bodily heelth. Muster 
Greystock. I've just o'er mony things to tent to, to 
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tent to my ain sell as a prudent mon ought. It's airly 
an' late wi' me, Muster Greystock ; and the lumbagy 
just a' o'er a mon, isn't the pleasantest freend in the 
warld." Frank said that he was sorry to hear so bad 
an account of Mr. Gowran's health, and passed on. 
It was not for him to refer to the little scene in which 
Mr. Gowran had behaved so badly and had shaken his 
head. If the misbehaviour had been condoned by 
Lady Eustace, the less that he said about it the better. 
Then he went on through the woods, and was well 
aware that Mr, Gowran's fostering care had not been 
abated by his disapproval of his mistress. The fences 
had been repaired since Frank was there, and stones 
had been laid on the road or track over which was to 
be carried away the imderwood which it would be Lady 
Eustace's privilege to cut during the coming winter. 

Frank was not alone for one moment with his cousin 
during that evening, but in the presence of Miss Mac- 
nulty all the circumstances of the necklace were dis- 
cussed. " Of course it is my own," said Lady Eustace, 
standing up, — "my own to do just what I please with. 
If they go on like this with me, they will almost tempt 
me to sell it for what it will fetch, — just to prove to 
them that I can do so. I have half a mind to sell it, 
and then send them the money, and tell them to put it 
by for my little Flory. Would not that serve them 
right, Frank P " 

'' I don't think I'd do that, Lizzie." 

" Why not P You always tell me what not to do, 
but you never say what I ought." 
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'* That is because I am so wise and prudent. If 
you were to attempt to sell the diamonds they would 
stop you, and would not give you credit for the 
generous purpose afterwards." 

" They wouldn't stop you if you sold the ring you 
wear." The ring had been given to him by Lucy, 
after their engagement, and was the only present she 
had ever made him. It had been purchased out of her 
own earnings, and had been put on his finger by her 
own hand. Either from accident or craft he had not 
worn it when he had been before at Portray, and Lizzie 
had at once observed it as a thing she had never seen 
before. She knew well that he would not buy such 
a ring. Who had given him the ring? Frank almost 
blushed as he looked down at the trinket, and Lizzie 
was sure that it had been given by that sly little creep- 
ing thing, Lucy. "Let me look at the ring," she said. 
" Nobody could stop you if you chose to sell this to 



me. 



" Little things are always less troublesome than big 
things," he said. 

" What is the price ? " she asked. 

" It is not in the market, Lizzie. Nor should your 
diamonds be there. You must be content to let them 
take what legal steps they may think fit, and defend 
your property. After that you can do as you please ; 
but keep them safe till the thing is settled. If I were 
you I would have them at the bankers." 

" Yes ; — and then when I ask for them to be told 
that they couldn't be given up to me, because of Mr. 
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Camperdown or the Lord Chancellor. And what's the 
good of a thing locked up ? You wear your ring ; — 
why shouldn't I wear my necklace ? " 

" I have nothing to say against it." 

"It isn't that I care for such things. Do I, Julia P" 

" All ladies like them, I suppose," said that stupidest 
and most stubborn of all humble friends, Miss Macnulty. 

" I don't like them at all, and you know I don't. 
I hate them. They have been the misery of my life. 
Oh, how they have tormented me! Even when I 
am asleep I dream about them, and think that people 
steal them. They have never given me one moment's 
happiness. When I have them on I am always fear- 
ing that Camperdown and Son are behind me, and 
are going to clutch them. And I think too well of 
myself to believe that anybody will care more for me 
because of a necklace. The only good they have ever 
done me has been to save me from a man who I now 
know never cared for me. But they are mine ; — and 
therefore I choose to keep them. Though I am only a 
woman I have an idea of my own rights, and will 
defend them as far as they go. If you say I ought not 
to sell them, Frank, I'll keep them ; but I'll wear 
them as commonly as you do that gage d'amour which 
you carry on your finger. Nobody shall ever see me 
without them. I won't go to any old dowager's tea- 
party without them. Mr. John Eustace has chosen to 
accuse me of stealing them." 

"I don't think John Eustace has ever said a word 
about them," said Frank. 
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*' Mr. Camperdown then ; — people who choose to 
call themselves the guardians and protectors of my 
boy, as if I were not his best guardian and protector I 
I'll show them at any rate that I'm not ashamed of 
my booty. I don't see why I should lock them up in 
a musty old bank. Why don't you send your ring 
to the bank P " Frank could not but feel that she did 
it all very well. In the first place she was very pretty 
in the display of her half-mock indignation. Though 
she used some strong words, she used them with an air 
that carried them off and left no impression that she 
had ever been either vulgar or violent. And then, 
though the indignation was half-mock, it was also 
half-real, and her courage and spirit were attractive. 
Greystock had at last taught himself to think that 
Mr. Camperdown was not justified in the claim which 
he made, and that in consequence of that imjust claim 
Lizzie Eustace had been subjected to ill-usage. " Did 
you ever see this bone of contention," she asked ; — 
" this fair Helen for which Greeks and Eomans are to 
fight ? " 

" I never saw the necklace, if you mean that." 

" I'll fetch it. You ought to see it as you have to 
talk about it so often." 

" Can I get it P " asked Miss Macnulty. 

" Heaven and earth ! To suppose that I should ever 
keep them under less than seven keys, and that there 
should be any of the locks that anybody should be able 
to open except myself ! " 

" And where are the seven keys ? " asked Frank. 
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" Next to my heart/' said Lizzie^ putting her hand 
on her left side. " And when I sleep they are always 
tied round my neck in a bag, and the bag never escapes 
from my grasp. And I have such a knife under my 
pillow, ready for Mr. Camperdown, should he come to 
seize them ! " Then she ran out of the room, and in a 
couple of minutes returned with the necklace, hanging 
loose in her hand. It was part of her little play to 
show by her speed that the close locking of the jewels 
was a joke, and that the ornament, precious as it was, 
received at her hands no other treatment than might 
any indifferent feminine bauble. Nevertheless within 
those two minutes she had contrived to imlock the 
heavy iron case which alwayd stood beneath the foot of 
her bed. ''There," she said, chucking the necklace 
across the table to Frank, sq that he was barely able 
to catch it. " There is ten thousand pounds' worth, 
as they tell me. Perhaps you will not believe me 
when I say that I should have the greatest satisfaction 
in the world in throwing them out among those blue 
waves yonder, did I not think that Camperdown and 
Son would fish them up again." 

Frank spread the necklace on the table, and stood up 
to look at it, while Miss Macnulty came and gazed at 
the jewels over his shoulder. " And that is worth ten 
thousand poimds," said he. 

" So people say." 

''And your husband gave it you just as another 
man gives a trinket that costs ten shillings ! " 

"Just as Lucy Morris gave you that ring." 
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He smiled, but took no other notice of the accusation. 
" I am so poor a man/' said he, " that this string of 
stones, which you throw about the room like a child's 
toy, would be the making of me/' 

" Take it and be made," said Lizzie. 

" It seems an awful thing to me to have so much 
value in my hands," said Miss Macnulty, who had lifted 
the necklace off the table. " It would buy an estate ; 
wouldn't it ? " 

" It would buy the honourable estate of matrimony 
if it belonged to many women," said Lizzie, — " but 
it hasn't had just that effect with me; — ^has it, 
Frank P " 

" You haven't used it with that view yet." 

" Will you have it, Frank P " she said. '' Take it 
with all its encumbrances, and weight of cares. Take 
it with all the burthen of Messrs. Camperdown's law- 
suits upon it. You shall be as welcome to it as flowers 
were ever welcomedin May." 

"The encumbrances are too heavy," said Frank. 

" You prefer a little ring." 

" Very much." 

"I don't doubt but you're right," said Lizzie. 
" Who fears to rise will hardly get a fall. But there 
they are for you to look at, and there they shall remain 
for the rest of the evening." So saying, she clasped 
the string round Miss Macnulty's throat. "How do 
you feel, Julia, with an estate upon your neck ? Five 
hundred acres at twenty pounds an acre. Let us call 
it £500 a year. That's about it." Miss Macnulty 
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looked as though she did not like it, but she stood for 
a time bearing the precious burthen, while Frank 
explained to his cousin that she could hardly buy land 
to pay her five per cent. They were then taken off 
and left lying on the table till Lady Eustace took 
them with her as she went to bed. '^ I do feel so like 
some naughty person in the Arabian Nights/' she 
said, '^ who has got some great treasure that always 
brings him into trouble ; but he can't get rid of it, 
because some spirit has given it to him. At last, some 
morning it turns to slate stones, and then he has to be 
a water-carrier, and is happy ever afterwards, and 
marries the king's daughter. What sort of a king's 
son will there be for me when this turns into slate 
stones? Good night, Frank." Then she went off 
with her diamonds and her bed- candle. 

On the following day Frank suggested that there 
should be a business conversation. *' That means that 
I am to sit silent and obedient while you lecture me," 
she said. But she submitted, and they went together 
into the little sitting-room which looked out over the 
sea, — ^the room where she kept her Shelley and her 
Byron, and practised her music and did water-colours, 
and sat, sometimes dreaming of a Corsair. "And now, 
my gravest of Mentors, what must a poor ignorant 
female Telemachus do, so that the world may not 
trample on her too heavily?" He began by telling 
her what had happened between himself and Lord 
Fawn, and recommended her to write to that unhappy 
nobleman, returning any present that she might have 
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received from him, and expressing, with some mild 
but intelligible sarcasm, her regret that their paths 
should have crossed each other. " I've worse in store 
for his lordship than that," said Lizzie. 

'* Do you mean by any personal interview ? " 

" Certainly." 

" I think you are wrong, Lizzie." 

"Of course you do. Men have become so soft 
themselves, that they no longer dare to think even of 
punishing those who behave badly, and they expect 
women to be softer and more faineant than themselves. 
I have been ill-used." 

*' Certainly you have." 

" And I will be revenged. Look here, Frank ; if 
your view of these things is altogether different from 
mine, let us drop the subject. Of all living human 
beings you are the one that is most to me now. Per- 
haps you are more than any other ever was. But, 
even for you, I cannot alter my nature. Even for you 
I would not alter it if I could. That man has injured 
me, and all the world knows it. I will have my 
revenge, and all the world shall know that. I did 
wrong ; — I am sensible enough of that." 

" What wrong do you mean ? " 

" I told a man whom I never loved that I would 
marry him. God knows that I have been punished." 

" Perhaps, Lizzie, it is better as it is." 

"A great deal better. I will tell you now that I 
could never induce myself to go into church with 
that man as his bride. With a man I didn't love 

VOL. IT. F 
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I might have done 8o, but not with u man I 
despised/' 

"You have been saved, then, from a greater 
evil/' 

" Yes ; — ^but not the less is his injury to me. It is 
not because he despises me that he rejects me; — nor is 
it because he thought that I had taken property that 
was not my own/' 

" Why then P " 

" Because ho was afraid the world would say that I 
had done so. Poor shallow creature ! But he shall 
bo punished/' 

" I do not know how you can punish him/' 

" Jjeavo that to me. I have another thing to do 
much more difficult." She paused., looking for a 
moment up into his face, and then turning her eyes 
upon the grotmd. As he said nothing, she went on. 
" I have to excuse myself to you for having accepted 
him/' 

*' I have never blamed you/' 

"Not in words. IIow should youP But if you 
have not blamed me in your heart, I despise you. I 
know you have. I have seen it in your eyes when 
you have counselled me, either to take the poor creature 
or to leave him. Speak out, now, like a man. Is 
it not so P " 

** I never thought you loved him/' 

" lioved him ! Is there anything in him or about 
him that a woman could love P Is he not a poor social 
stick ; — a bit of half-dead wood, good to make a post 
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of, if one wants a post ? I did w&nt a post so sorely- 
then ! " 

" I don't see why." 

" You don't ? " 

" No, indeed. It was natural that you should be 
inclined to marry again." 

" Natural that I should be inclined to marry again ! 
And is that all P It is hard sometimes to see whether 
men are thick-witted, or hypocrites so perfect that 
they seem to be so. I cannot bring myself to think 
you thick-witted, Frank." 

"Then I must be the perfect hypocrite,-— of course." 

"You believed I accepted Lord Fawn because it 
was natural that I shoidd wish to marry again ! 
Frank, you believed nothing of the kind. I accepted 
him in my anger, in my misery, in my despair, because 
I had expected you to come to me, — and you had not 
come ! " — She had thrown herself now into a chair, 
and sat looking at him. " You had told me that you 
would come, and you had stayed away. It was you, 
Frank, that I wanted to punish then ; — but there was 
no punishment in it for you. When is it to be, 
Frank P " . 

" When is what to be ? " he asked, in a low voice, 
all but dumbfounded. How was he to put an end to 
this conversation, and what was he to say to her ? 

" Your marriage with that little wizened thing who 
gave you the ring, — that prim morsel of feminine pro- 
priety who has been clever enough to make you believe 
that her morality would suffice to make you happy." 
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" I will not hear Lucy 3Iorris abused, Lizzie." 
'' I» that abuse ? Is it abuse to say that she is moral 
and proper ? But, sir, I shall abuse her. I know her 
for what she is, while your eyes are scaled. She is 
wise and moral, and decorous and prim ; bat she is a 
hypocrite, and has no touch of real heart in her com- 
pr>sition. Xot abuse her when she has robbed me of 
all, — all, — all that I have in the world ! Go to her. 
You had better go at once. I did not mean to say 
all this, but it has been said, and you must leave me. 
I, at any rate, cannot play the hypocrite ; — ^I wish I 
could." lie rose and came to her, and attempted to 
take her hand, but she flung away from him. "No ! " 
fehe said, — " never again ; never, unless you will tell 
me that the promise you made me when wo were down 
on the sea-shore was a true promise. Was that truth, 
sir, or was it a — lie f *' 

"Lizzie, do not use such a word as that to me." 
" I cannot stand picking ray words when the whole 
world is going round with me, and my very brain is 
on fire. What is it to me what my words are P Say 
one syllable to me, and every word I utter again while 
breath is mine shall be spoken to do your pleasure. If 
you cannot say it, it is nothing to me what you or any 
one may think of my words. You know my secret, 
and I care not who else knows it. At any rate, I can 
die ! *' Then she paused a moment, and after that 
stalked steadily out of the room. 

That afternoon Frank took a long walk by him- 
self over the mountains^ nearly to the Cottage and 
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back again ; and on his return was informed tliat Lady 
Eustace was ill, and had gone to bed. At any rate, 
she was too unwell to come down to dinner. He, 
therefore, and Miss Macnulty sat down to dine, and 
passed the evening together without other companion- 
ship. Frank had resolved during his walk that he 
would leave Portray the next day; but had hardly 
resolved upon anything else. One thing, however, 
seemed certain to him. He was engaged to marry 
Lucy Morris, and to that engagement he must be true. 
His cousin was very charming, — and had never looked 
so lovely in his eyes as when she had been confessing 
her love for him. And he had wondered at and ad- 
mired her courage, her power of language, and her 
force. He could not quite forget how useful would be 
her income to him. And, added to this, there was 
present to him an unwholesome feeling,— ideas abso- 
lutely at variance with those better ideas which had 
prompted him when he was writing his offer to Lucy 
Morris in his chambers, — that a woman such as was 
his cousin Lizzie was fitter to be the wife of a man 
thrown, as he must be, into the world, than a dear, 
quiet, domestic little girl such as Lucy Morris, But 
to Lucy Morris he was engaged, and therefore there was 
an end of it. 

The next morning he sent his love to his cousin, 
asking whether he should see her before he went. It 
was still necessary that he should know what attorneys 
to employ on her behalf if the threatened bill were filed 
by Messrs. Camperdown. Then he suggested a firm 
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in )im noil!. Might he put tho case into the hands of 
Mr. Townncnd, who was a friend of his ownP There 
<;amf5 buck to him a scrap of paper, an old envelope, on 
which wcro written the names of Mowbray and Mopns ; 
'--'Mowbray and Mopus in a large scrawling hand, and 
witli pfrncil. Ife put tho scrap of paper into his 
]KK;l(iTt, fo(;h'ng that ho could not remonstrate with her 
at thin moment, and was prepared to depart ; when 
thorc camo a message to him. Lady Eustace was still 
unwell, but had risen ; and if it were not giying him 
too much trouble, would see him before he went. He 
followed tho meKsengor to the same little room, looking 
out upon the sea, and then found her, dressed indeed, 
but with a white morning wrappor on, and with hair 
lo<;so ov(Tr her shoulders. Her eyes were red with 
weeping, and her face was pale, and thin, and woe- 
begone. " I am so sorry that you are ill, Lizzie/' ho 
Wiid. 

" Yes ; 1 am ill ; — sometimes very ill ; but what 
does it matter f I did not send for you, Frank, to 
speak of aught ho trivial as that. T have a &vour to 

** Of course I will grant it." 
" It is your forgiveness for my conduct yesterday." 
''Oh, liizzie!" 

" Say that you forgive me. Say it ! " 
" ilow can I forgive where there has been no fault f 
** There has been fault. Say that you forgive me." 
And she stamped her foot as she demanded his pardon. 
*' I do forgive you," ho said. 
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" And now, one farewell." She then threw herself 
upon his breast and kissed him. " Now, go,'* she said; 
^' go, and come no more to me, unless you would see 
me mad. May God Almighty bless you, and make you 
happy ! " As she uttered this prayer she held the 
door in her hand, and there was nothing for him but to 
leave her. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

MR. AND MRS. HITTAWAY IN Sa)TLANl). 

A GREAT many people go to Scotland In the autumn. 
When you have your autumn holiday in hand to dis- 
pose of it, there is nothing more aristocratic that you 
can do than to go to Scotland. Dukes are more 
plentiM there than in Pall Mall, and you will meet an 
earl or at least a lord on every mountain. Of course, 
if you merely travel about from inn to inn, and neither 
have a moor of your own nor stay with any great 
friend, you don't quite enjoy the cream of it ; but to go 
to Scotland in August, and stay there, perhaps, till the 
end of September, is about the most certain step you 
can take towards autumnal fashion. Switzerland and 
the Tyrol, and even Italy, are all redolent of Mr. 
Cook, and in those beautiful lands you become subject 
at least to suspicion. 

By no persons was the duty of adhering to the best 
side of society more clearly appreciated than by Mr. 
and Mrs. Hittaway of Warwick Square. Mr. Ilittaway 
was Chairman of the Board of Civil Appeals, and was a 
man who quite xmderstood that there are chairmen — 
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and chairmen. He could name to you three or four 
men holding responsible permanent official positions 
quite as good as that he filled in regard to salary, — 
which, as he often said of his own, was a mere nothing, 
just a poor two thousand pounds a year, not as much 
as a grocer would make in a decent business, — but 
they were simply head clerks and nothing more. No- 
body knew anything of them. They had no names. 
You did not meet them anywhere. Cabinet ministers 
never heard of them; and nobody out of their own 
offices ever consulted them. But there are others, and 
Mr. Hittaway felt greatly conscious that he was one of 
them, who moved altogether in a different sphere. One 
minister of State would ask another whether Hittaway 
had been consulted on this or on that measure; — 
80 at least the Hittawayites were in the habit of report- 
ing. The names of Mr. and Mrs. Hittaway were con- 
stantly in the papers. They were invited to evening 
gatherings at the houses of both the alternate Prime 
Ministers. They were to be s^n at fashionable gather- 
ings up the river. They attended concerts at Buck- 
ingham Palace. Once a year they gave a dinner-party 
which was inserted in the Morning Post. On such 
occasions at least one Cabinet Minister always graced 
the board. In fact, Mr. Hittaway, as Chairman of 
the Board of Civil Appeals, was somebody ; and Mrs. 
Hittaway, as his wife and as sister to a peer, was some- 
body also. The reader will remember that Mrs. Hitta- 
way h^d been a Fawn before she married. 

There is this drawback upon the happy condition 
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which Mr. Hittaway had achieved, — ^that it demands a 
certain expenditure. Let nobody dream that he can. 
be somebody without having to pay for that honour; 
— unless, indeed, he be a clergyman. When you go 
to a concert at Buckingham Palace you pay nothing, 
it is true, for your ticket; and a Cabinet Minister 
dining with you does not eat or drink more than your 
old friend Jones the attorney. But in some insidious 
unforeseen manner, — ^in a way that can only be under- 
stood after much experience, — ^these luxuries of fashion 
do make a heavy pall on a modest income. Mrs. Hit- 
taway knew this thoroughly, having much experience, 
and did make her fight bravely. For Mr. Hittaway'/i 
income was no more than modest. A few thooMOii 
pounds he had of his own when he married, and his 
Clara had brought to him the unpretending sum of 
fifteen hundred. But, beyond that, the poor oificial 
salary, — which was less than what a decent grocer 
would make, — ^was their all. The house in Warwick 
Square they had prudently purchased on their mar-' 
riage, — when houses in Warwick Square were cheaper 
than they are now, — and there they carried on their 
battle, certainly with success. But two thousand a 
year does not go very far in Warwick Square, even 
though you sit rent free, if you have a family and 
absolutely must keep a carriage. It therefore resulted 
that when Mr. and Mrs. Hittaway went to Scotland, 
which they would endeavour to do every year, it was 
very important that they should accomplish their aris- 
tocratic holiday as visitors at the house of some aristo- 
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cratic friend. So well had they played their cards in 
this respect, that they seldom failed altogether. In 
one year they had been the guests of a great marquis 
quite in the north, and that had been a very glorious 
year. To talk of Stackallan was, indeed, a thing of 
beauty. But in that year Mr. Hittaway had made 
himself very useful in London. Since that they had 
been at delicious shooting lodges in Ross and In- 
verness-shire, had visited a millionaire at his palace 
amidst the Argyle mountains, had been fSted in a 
western island, had been bored by a Dundee dowager, 
and put up with a Lothian laird. But the thing had 
been almost always done, and the Hittaways were 
known as people that went to Scotland* He could 
handle a gim, and was clevfer enough never to shoot 
a keeper. She could read aloud, could act a little, 
could talk or hold her tongue ; and let her hosts be 
who they would and as mighty as you please, never 
caused them trouble by seeming to be out of their 
circle, and on that account requiring peculiar atten- 
tion. 

On this occasion Mr. and Mrs. Hittaway were the 
guests of old Lady Pierrepoint, in Dumfries. There 
was nothing special to recommend Lady Pierrepoint 
except that she had a large house and a good income, 
and that she liked to have people with her of whom 
everybody knew something. So far was Lady Pierre- 
point from being high in the Hittaway world, that 
Mrs. Hittaway felt called upon to explain to her friends 
that she was forced to go to Dumdum House by the 
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duties of old friendship. Dear old Lady Pierrepoint 
had been insisting on it for the last ten years. And 
there was this advantage, that Dumfriesshire is next 
to Ayrshire, that Dumdum was not very far, — some 
twenty or thirty miles, — from Portl'ay, and that she 
might learn something about Lizzie Eustace in her 
countrv house. 

It was nearly the end of August when the Ilittaways 
left London to stay an entire month with Lady Pierre- 
point. Mr. Hittaway had very frequently explained 
his defalcation as to fashion, — in that he was remain- 
ing in London for three weeks after Parliament had 
broken up, — ^by the peculiar exigencies of the Board 
of Appeals in that year. To one or two very intimate 
friends Mrs. Hittaway had hinted that everything 
must be made to give way to this horrid business 
of Fawn's marriage. " Whatever happens, and at 
whatever cost, that must be stopped," she had ven- 
tured to say to Lady Glencora Palliser, — who, how- 
ever, could hardly be called one of her very intimate 
friends. " I don't see it at all," said Lady Glencora. 
"I think Lady Eustace is very nice. And why 
shouldn't she marry Lord Fawn if she's engaged to 
him ? " *' But* you have heard of the necklace, Lady 
Glencora ? " ** Yes, I've heard of it. I wish anybody 
would come to me and try and get my diamonds! 
They should hear what I would say." Mrs. Hittaway 
greatly admired Lady Glencora, but not the less was 
she determined to persevere. 

Had Lord Fawn been altogether candid aud open 
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with his family at this time^ some trouble might havo 
been sayed; for he had almost altogether resolved that^ 
let the consequences be what they might, he would not 
marry Lizzie Eustace. But he was afraid to say this 
eyen to his own sister. He had promised to marry the 
woman, and he must walk very warily, or the objurga- 
tions of the world would be too many for him. " It 
must depend altogether on her conduct, Clara," he had 
said when last his sister had persecuted him on the 
subject. She was not, however, sorry to have an op- 
portunity of learning something of the lady's doings. 
Mr. Hittaway had more than once called on Mr. Cam- 
perdown. ** Yes," Mr. Camperdown had said in answer 
to a question from Lord Fawn's brother-in-law ; " she 
would play old gooseberry with the property, if wo 
hadn't some one to look after it. There's a fellow 
named Gowran who has lived there all his life, and 
we depend very much upon him." 

It is certainly true, that as to many points of con- 
duct, women are less nice than men. Mr. Hittaway 
would not probably have condescended himself to 
employ espionage, but Mrs. Hittaway was less scrupu- 
lous. She actually went down to Troon and had an 
interview with Mr. Gowran, using freely the names of 
Mr. Camperdown and of Lord Fawn ; and some ten 
days afterwards Mr. Gowran travelled as far as Dum- 
fries, and Dumdum, and had an interview with Mrs. 
Hittaway. The result of all this, and of further in- 
quiries, will be shown by the following letter from Mrs. 
ffittaway to her sister Amelia : — 
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** Dtiinduin, 9tli September, 18 — , 

" My pear Amelia, 

** Hero we are, and here we have to remain to 
the end of the month. Of course it suits, and all 
that ; but it is awfully dull. Eichmond for this time 
jof the year is a paradise to it ; and as for coming to 
Scotland every autumn, I am sick of it. Only what 
is one to do if one lives in London ? If it wasn't for 
Orlando and the children, I'd brazen it out, and let 
people say what they pleased. As for health, I'm 
never so well as at home, and I do like having my 
own things about me. Orlando has literally nothing 
to do here. There is no shooting, except pheasants, 
and that doesn't begin till October. 

" But I'm very glad I've come as to Frederic, and 
the more so, as I have learned the truth as to that 
Mr. Greystock. She, Lady Eustace, is a bad creature 
in every way. She still pretends that she is engaged 
to Frederic, and tells everybody that the marriage is 
not broken off, and yet she has her cousin with her, 
making love to him in the most indecent way. People 
used to say in her favour that at any rate she never 
flirted. I never quite know what people mean when 
they talk of flirting. But you may take my word for 
it that she allows her cousin to embrace her, and em- 
hrdcea him. I would not say it if I could not prove it. 
It is horrible to think of it, when one remembers that 
she is almost justified in saying that Frederic is 
engaged to her. 

''No doubt he was engaged to her. It was a great 
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nisfortimey but, thank God, is not yet past remedy. 
He has some foolish feeling of what he calls honour ; 
86 if a man can be bound in honour to marry a woman 
who has deceived him in every point! She still 
sticks to the diamonds, — if she has not sold them, as 
I believe she has ; and Mr. Oamperdown is going to 
Imng an action against her in the High Court of 
C9ianoery. But still Frederic will not absolutely de- 
clare the thing off. I feel, therefore, that it is my 
duty to let him know what I have learned. I should 
be the last to stir in such a matter unless I was sure I 
could prove it. But I don't quite like to write to 
Frederic. Will mamma see him, and tell him what I 
say P Of course you will show this letter to mamma. 
If not, I must postpone it till I am in town ; — ^but 
I think it would come better from mamma. Mamma 
may be sure that she is a bad woman. 

"And now what do you think of your Mr. Grey- 
stock P As sure as I am here he was seen with his 
arm round his cousin's waist sitting out of doors, — 
hissing her ! I was never taken in by that story of 
his marrying Lucy Morris. He is the last man in 
the world to marry a governess. He is over head and 
ears in debt, and if he marries at all, he must marry 
some one with money. I really think that mamma, 
and you, and all of you have been soft about that girl. 
I believe she has been a good governess, — ^that is, 
good after mamma's easy fashion ; and I don't for a 
moment suppose that she is doing anything underhand. 
But a governess with a lover never does suit, and I'm 
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sure it won't suit in this case. If I were you I would 
tell her. I think it would be the best charity. 
Whether they mean to marry I can't tell, — Mr. Grey- 
stock, that is, and this woman; hut they ought to mean 
it ; — ^that's all. 

" Let me know at once whether mamma will see 
Frederic, and speak to him openly. She is quite at 
liberty to use my name ; only nobody but mamma 
should see this letter. 

" Love to them all, 

" Your most affectionate sister, 

" Clara Hittaway." 

In writing to Amelia instead of to her mother, 
Mrs. Hittaway was sure that she was communicating 
her ideas to at least two persons at Fawn Court, and 
that therefore there would be discussion. Had she 
written to her mother, her mother might probably 
have held her peace, and done nothing. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



IT won't be true. 



Mks. Greystock, in making her proposition respecting 
Lady Linlithgow, wrote to Lady Fawn, and by the 
same post Frank wrote to Lucy. But before those 
letters reached Fawn Court there had come that other 
dreadful letter from Mrs. Hittaway. The consterna- 
tion caused at Fawn Court in respect to Mr. Grey- 
stock's treachery almost robbed of its importance the 
suggestion made as to Lord Fawn. Could it bo possible 
that this man, who had so openly and in so manly 
a manner engaged himself to Lucy Morris, should 
now be proposing to himself a marriage with his rich 
cousin ? Lady Fawn did not believe that it was 
possible. Clara had not seen those horrid things with 
her own eyes, and other people might be liars. But 
Amelia shook her head. Amelia evidently believed 
that all manner of iniquities were possible to man. 
"You see, mamma, the sacrifice he was making was 
so very great ! *' " But he made it ! " pleaded Lady 
Fawn. "No, mamma, he said he would make it. Men 
do these things. It is very horrid, but I think they 
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do them more now than they used to. It seems to me 
that nobody cares now what he does, if he's not to be 
put into prison." It was resolved between these two 
wise ones that nothing at the present should be said 
to Lucy or to any one of the family. They would 
wait awhile, and in the meantime they attempted, — 
as far as it was possible to make the attempt without 
express words, — to let Lucy understand that she might 
remain at Fawn Court if she pleased. While this was 
going on. Lord Fawn did come down once again, and 
on that occasion Lucy simply absented herself from the 
dinner- table and from the family circle for that even- 
ing. *' He's coming in, and you've got to go to prison 
again," Nina said to her, with a kiss. 

The matter to which Mrs. Hittaway's letter more 
specially alluded was debated between the mother and 
daughter at great length. They, indeed, were less 
brave and less energetic than was the married daughter 
of the family; but as they saw Lord Fawn more 
frequently, they knew better than Mrs. Hittaway the 
real state of the case. They felt sure that he was 
already sufficiently embittered against Lady Eustace, 
and thought that therefore the peculiarly unpleasant 
task assigned to Lady Fawn need not be performed. 
Lady Fawn had not the advantage of living so much 
in the world as her daughter, and was oppressed by, 
perhaps, a squeamish delicacy. " I really could not 
tell him about her sitting and — and kissing the man. 
Could I, my dear ? " "I couldn't," said Amelia ; — 
" but Clara would." 
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''And to tell the truth/' continued Lady Fawn^ '' I 
shouldn't care a bit about it if it was not for poor 
Lucy. What will become of her if that man is untrue 
toherP" 

'' I^otiiing on earth would make her believe it, imless 
it came from himself/' said Amelia, — who really did 
know something of Lucy's character. "Till he tells 
her, or till she knows that he's married, she'll never 
believe it." 

Then, after a few days, there came those other letters 
from Bobsborough, — one from the dean's wife and 
the other from Frank. The matter there proposed it 
was necessary that they should discuss with Lucy, as 
the suggestion had reached Lucy as well as them- 
selves. She at once came to Lady Fawn with her 
lover's letter, and with a gentle merry laughing face 
declared that the thing would do very well. ** I am 
sure I should get on with her, and I should know that 
it wouldn't be for long," said Lucy. 

" The truth is, we don't want you to go at all," said 
Lady Fawn. 

"Oh, but I must," said Lucy in her sharp, de- 
cided tone. " I must go. I was bound to wait till 
I heard from Mr. Greystock, because it is my first 
duty to obey him. But of course I cannot stay 
here after what has passed. As Nina says, it is 
simply going to prison when Lord Fawn comes 
here." 

" Nina is an impertinent little chit," said Amelia. 

" She is the dearest little friend in aU the world," 
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said Lucy, "and always tells the exact truth. I do 
go to prison, and when ho comes I feel that I ought 
to go to prison. Of course, I must go away. What 
does it matter? Lady Linlithgow won't be exactly 
like you," — and she put her little hand in upon Lady 
Fawn's fat arm caressingly, " and I shan't have you 
all to spoil me ; but I shall be simply waiting till he 
comes. Everything now must be no more than wait- 
ing till he comes." 

If it was to be that the *' he " would never come, 
this was very dreadful. Amelia clearly thought that 
" he " would never come, and Lady Fawn was apt to 
think her daughter wiser than herself. And if Mr. 
Greystock were such as Mrs. Hittaway had described 
him to be, — if there were to be no such coming as 
that for which Lucy fondly waited, — then there would 
be reason ten-fold strong why she should not leave 
Fawn Court and go to Lady Linlithgow. In such 
r^ase, — when that blow should fall, — Lucy would 
require very different treatment than might be 
expected for her from the hands of Lady Linlithgow. 
She would fade and fall to the earth like a flower 
with an insect at its root. She would be like a wounded 
branch, into which no sap would run. With such 
misfortune and wretchedness possibly before her, Lady 
Fawn could not endure the idea that Lucy should 
be turned out to encounter it all beneath the cold 
shade of Lady Linlithgow's indifference. " My dear," 
she said, " let bygones be bygones. Come down and 
meet Lord Fawn. Nobody will say anything. After 
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all, you were provoked very much, and there has been 
quite enough about it." 

This, from Lady Fawn, was almost miraculous, — 
from Lady Fawn, to whom her son had ever been the 
highest of human beings ! But Lucy had told the tale 
to her lover, and her lover approved of her going. 
Perhaps there was acting upon her mind some feeling, 
of which she was hardly conscious, that as long as she 
remained at Fawn Court she would not see her lover. 
She had told him that she could make herself supremely 
happy in the simple knowledge that he loved her. But 
we all know how*few such declarations should be taken 
as true. Of course, she was longing to see him. " If 
he would only pass by the road,'* she would say to her- 
self, " so that I might peep at him through the gate ! " 
She had no formed idea in her own mind that she 
would be* able to see him should she go to Lady 
Linlithgow, but still there would be the chances of 
her altered life. She would tell Lady Linlithgow 
the truth, and why should Lady Linlithgow refuse 
her so rational a pleasure ? There was, of course, 
a reason why Frank should not come to Fawn 
Court ; but the house in Bruton Street need not be 
closed to him. " I hardly know how to love you 
enough," she said to Lady Fawn, " but indeed I must 
go. I do BO hope the time may come when you and 
Mr. Greystock may be friends. Of course, it will 
come. Shall it not P" 

"Who can look into the future?" said the wise 
Amelia. 
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" Of course, if he is your husband, we shall love 
him/' said the less wise Lady Fawn. 

" He IS to be my husband/' said Lucy, springing^ 
up. "What do you meanP Do you mean any- 
thing ? *' Lady Fawn, who was not at all wise, pro- 
tested that she meant nothing. 

What were they to do P On that special day they 
merely stipulated that there should be a day's delay 
before Lady Fawn answered Mrs. Greystock's letter, — 
so that she might sleep upon it. The sleeping on 
it meant that further discussion which was to take 
place between Lady Fawn and her second daughter 
in her ladyship's bed-room that night. During all 
this period the general discomfort of Fawn Court 
was increased by a certain suUenness on the part of 
Augusta, the older daughter, who knew that letters 
had come and that consultations were being held, — 
but who was not admitted to those consultations. 
Since the day on which poor Augusta had been 
handed over to Lizzie Eustace as her peculiar friend 
in the family, there had always existed a feeling that 
she, by her position, was debarred from sympathising 
in the general desire to be quit of Lizzie ; and then, 
too, poor Augusta was never thoroughly trusted by 
that great guide of the family, Mrs. Hittaway. ** She 
couldn't keep it to herself if you'd give her gold to 
do it," Mrs. Hittaway would say. Consequently 
Augusta was sullen and conscious of ill-usage. " Have 
you fixed upon anything?" she said to Lucy that 
evening. 
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" Not quite ;— only I am to go away." 

"I don't see why you should go away at all. 
Frederic doesn't come here so very often, and when 
he does come he doesn't say much to any one. I 
suppose it's all Amelia's doings." 

"Nobody wants me to go, only I feel that I ought. 
Mr. Greystock thinks it best." 

" I suppose he's going to quarrel with us all." 

" No, dear. I don't think he wants to quarrel with 
any one ; — ^but above all he must not quarrel with me. 
Lord Fawn has quarrelled with him, and that's a 
misfortune, — just for the present." 

" And where are you going? " 

" Nothing has been settled yet ; but we are talking 
of Lady Linlithgow, — if she will take mc." 

" Lady Linlithgow ! Oh dear ! " 

" Won't it do ? " 

*• They say she is the most dreadful old woman in 
London. Lady Eustace told such stories about her." 

" Do you know, I think I shall rather like it." 

But things were very different with Lucy the next 
morning. That discussion in Lady Fawn's room was 
protracted till midnight, and then it was decided that 
just a word should be said to Lucy, so that, if possible, 
she might be induced to remain at Fawn Court. Lady 
Fawn was to say the word, and on the following morn- 
ing she was closeted with Lucy. " My dear," she 
began, " we all want you to do us a particular favour." 
As she said this, she held Lucy by the hand, and no 
one looking at them woidd have thought that Lucy 
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was a governess and that Lady Fawn was her em- 
ployer. 

" Dear Lady Fawn, indeed it is better that I should 
go." 

** Stay just one month." 

" I couldn't do that, because then this chance of a 
homo would be gone. Of course, we can't wait a 
month before we let Mrs. Greystock know.*' 

" We must write to her, of course." 

"And then, you see, Mr. Greystock wishes it." 
Lady Fawn knew that Lucy could be very firm, and 
had hardly hoped that anything could be dono by 
simple persuasion. They had long been accustomed 
among themselves to call her obstinate, and knew that 
even in her acts of obedience she had a way of obeying 
after her own fashion. It was as well, therefore, that 
the thing to be said should be said at once. 
. " My dear Lucy, has it ever occurred to you that 
there may be a slip between the cup and the lip ?" 

" What do you mean, Lady Fawn ? " 

** That sometimes engagements take place which 

never become more than engagements. Look at Lord 

Fawn and Lady Eustace." 

" Mr. Greystock and I are not like that," said Lucy 
proudly. 

" Such things are very dreadful, Lucy, but they do 
happen." 

"Do you mean anything; — anything real. Lady 
Fawn?" 

"I have so strong a reliance on your good sense, 
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that I will tell you just what I do mean. A rumour 
has reached me that Mr. Greystock is — paying more 
attention than he ought to do to Lady Eustace." 

" His own cousin ! " 

" But people marry their cousins, Lucy." 

" To whom he has always been just like a brother ! 
I do think that is the cruellest thing. Because he 
sacrifices his time and his money and all his holidays 
to go and look after her affairs, this is to be said of 
him ! She hasn't another human being to look after 
her, and, therefore, he is obliged to do it. Of course 
he has told me all about it. I do think. Lady Fawn, 
— I do think that this is the greatest shame I ever 
heard ! "' 

" But if it should be true ? " 

" It isn't true." 

" But just for the sake of showing you, Lucy ; 

if it was to be true ? " 

" It won't be true." 

" Surely I may speak to you as your friend, Lucy. 
You needn't be so abrupt with me. Will you listen to 
me, Lucy ? " 

" Of course I will listen ; — only nothing that any- 
body on earth could say about that would make me 
believe a word of it." 

** Very well ! Now just let me go on. If it were to 
be so " 

" Oh-h, Lady Fawn ! " 

" Don't be foolish, Lucy. I will say what I've got 
to say. If — if Let me see. Where was I ? I 
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mean just this. You had better remain here till 
things are a little more settled. Even if it be only a 
rumour, — and I'm sure I don't believe it's anything 
more, — you had better hear about it with us, — with 
friends round you, than with a perfect stranger like 
Lady Linlithgow. If anything were to go wrong 
there, you wouldn't know where to go for comfort. 
If anything were wroDg with you here, you could 
come to me as though I were your mother. — Couldn't 
you, now ? " 

" Indeed, indeed I could ! And I will ; I always 
will. Lady Fawn, I love you and the dear darling 
girls better than all the world — except Mr. Greystock. 
If anything like that were to happen, I think I should 
creep here and ask to die in your house. But it won't. 
And just now it will be better that I should go away." 

It was found at last that Lucy must have her way, 
and letters were written both to Mrs. Greystock and to 
Frank, requesting that the suggested overtures might 
at once be made to Lady Linlithgow. 

Lucy, in her letter to her lover, was more than 
ordinarily cheerful and jocose. She had a good deal 
to say about Lady Linlithgow that was really droll, 
and not a word to say indicative of the slightest fear 
in the direction of Lady Eustace. She spoke of poor 
Lizzie, and declared her conviction that that marriage 
never could come off now. " You mustn't be angry 
when I say that I can't break my heart for them, for I 
never did think that they were very much in love. 
As for Lord Fawn, of course he is my — ENEMY ! " 
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And she wrote the word in big letters. <' And us for 
laxzie, — she's your cousin, and all that. And she's 
erer so pretty, and all that. And she's as rich as 
CroBsns, and all that. But I don't think she'll break 
her own heart. I would break mine ; only, — only — 

Qoly You will understand the rest. If it should 

come to pass, I wonder whether ' the duchess ' would 
erer let a poor creature see a friend of hers in Bruton 
Street P" Frank had once called Jjiuly Linlithgow 
the duchess, after a certain popular picture in a certain 
popular book, and Lucy never forgot anything that 
Fnmk had said. 

It did come to pass. Mrs. Greystock at once corre- 
sponded with Lady Linlithgow, and Lady Ijinlithgow, 
who was at Eamsgate for her autumn vacation, requested 
that Lucy Morris might bo brought to see her at her 
house in London on the 2nd of October. Lady Lin- 
lithgow's autumn holiday always ended on the last day 
of September. On the 2nd of October Lady Fawn 
herself took Lucy up to Bruton Street, and Lady 
Linlithgow appeared. "Miss Morris," said Lady 
Fawn, " thinks it right that you should be told that 
she's engaged to be married." " Who to ? " demanded 
the countess. Lucy was as red as fire, although she 
had especially made up her mind that she would not 
blush when the communication was made. " I don't 
know that she wishes me to mention the gentleman's 
name, just at present ; but I can assure you that he is 
all that he ought to be." " I hate mysteries," said the 
countess. " If Lady Linlithgow " began Lucy. 
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" Oh, it's nothing to me/* continued the old woman. 
'* It wonH come off for six months I suppose ? " Lucy 
gave a mute assurance that there would be no such 
difficulty as that. "And he can't come here, Miss 
Morris.'' To this Lucy said nothing. Perhaps she 
might win over even the countess, and if not, she» 
must bear her six months of prolonged exclusion from 
the light of day. And so the matter was settled. 
Lucy was to be taken back to Richmond, and to come 
again on the following Monday. "I don't like this 
parting at all, Lucy," Lady Fawn said on her way 
home. 

" It is better so. Lady Fawn." 

" I hate people going away ; but, somehow, you 
^lon't feel it as we do." 

** You wouldn't say that if you really knew what I 
do feel." 

'' Tliere was no reason why you should go. Frederic 
was getting not to care for it at alL What's Nina to 
do now ? I can't get another governess after you. I 
hate all these sudden brealot up. And all for such a 
trumpery thing. If Frederic hasn't forgotten all about 
it, he ought" 

'* It hasn^t come altogether from him, Lady Fawn." 

" How hm it come, then 'r' " 

'* I suppose it ill beeawie of Mr, (ireystock. I sup- 
pose when a girl ha« engaged lierself to marry a man 
i$he must think m^x^ of bim than of anything else." 

" Why couldn't you think of him at Fawn Court P" 

"Because — ^because things have becm unfortunate. 
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He isn't your friend, — not as yet. Can't you under- 
stand. Lady Fawn, that, dear as you all must be to me, 
I mnst liye in his friendships, and take his part when 
there is a part h " 

" Then I suppose that you mean to hate all of us ! *' 
Lucy could only cry at hearing this ; — whereupon Lady 
Fawn also burst into tears. 

On the Sunday before Lucy took her departure, Lord 
Fawn was again at Bichmond. ** Of course, you'll 
come down, — just as if nothing had happened,*' said 
Lydia. " We'll see," said Lucy. " Mamma will be 
very angry if you don't,'* said Lydia. 

But Lucy had a little plot in her head, and her 
appearance at the dinner-table on the Sunday must 
depend on the manner in which her plot was executed. 
After church. Lord Fawn would always hang about the 
grounds for awhile before going into the house ; and 
on this morning Lucy also remained outside. She 
soon foimd her opportunity, and walked straight up to 
him, following him on the path. " Lord Fawn," she 
said, " I have come to beg your pardon." 

Ho had turned round hearing footsteps behind him, 
but still was startled and unready. "It does not 
matter at all," he said. 

" It matters to me, because I behaved badly." 

" What I said about Mr. Greystock wasn't intended 
to be said to you, you know." 

" Even if it was it would make no matter. I don't 
mean to think of that now. I beg your pardon be- 
cause I said what I ought not to have said." 
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" You see, Miss Morris, that as the head of this 
femily " 

" If I had said it to Juniper, I would have begged 
his pardon." Now Juniper was the gardener, and 
Lord Fawn did not quite like the way in which the 
thing was put to him. The cloud came across his 
brow, and he began to fear that she would again insult 
him. " I oughtn't to accuse anybody of an untruth, — 
not in that way ; and I am very sorry for what I did, 
and I beg your pardon." Then she turned as though 
she were going back to the house. 

But he stopped her. "Miss Morris, if it will suit 
you to stay with my mother, I will never say a word 
against it." 

"It is quite settled that I am to go to-morrow. 
Lord Fawn. Only for that I would not have troubled 
you again." 

Then she did turn towards the house, but he recalled 
her. " We will shake hands, at any rate," he said, 
"and not part as enemies." So they shook hands, 
and Lucy came down and sat in his company at the 
dinner-table. 



ClIAPTKll XXXIV. 

LADY LINMTHGOW AT HOMK. 

Lucy, in her letter to her lover, had distinctly asked 
whether she might tell Lady Linlithgow the name of 
her future husband, but had rcfcivcd no reply when 
she was taken to Bruton Street. The parting at Rich- 
mond was very painful, and Lady Fawn had declared 
herself quite unable to make another journey up to 
liondon with the ungrateful runagate. Though there 
was no diminution of aficction among the Fawns, 
there was a general feeling that Lucy was behaving 
badly. That obstinacy of hers was getting the better 
of her. ^Vhy should she have gone? Even Lord 
Fawn had expressed his desire that she should remain. 
And then, in the breasts of the wise ones, all faith 
in the Greystock engagement had nearly vanished. 
Another letter had come from Mrs. Hittaway, who 
now declared that it was already understood about 
Portray that Lady Eustace intended to marry her 
cousin. This was described as a terrible crime on the 
part of Lizzie, though the antagonistic crime of a re- 
maining desire to marry Lord Fawn was still imputed 
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to her. Andy of course, the one crime heightened the 
other. So that words from the eloquent pen of Mrs. 
Hittaway failed to make dark enough the blackness 
of poor Lizzie's character. As for Mr. Greystock, ho 
was simply a heartless man of the world, wishing to 
feather his nest. Mrs. Hittaway did not, for a moment, 
believe that ho had ever dreamed of marrying Lucy 
Morris. Men always have three or four little ex- 
citements of that kind going on for the amusement of 
their leisure hours, — so, at least, said Mrs. Hittaway. 
"The girl had better bo told at once." Such was 
her decision about poor Lucy. " I can't do more than 
I have done," said Lady Fawn to Augusta. " She'll 
never get over it, mamma ; never," said Augusta. 

Nothing more was said, and Lucy was sent off in 
the family carriage. Lydia and Nina were sent with 
her, and though there was some weeping on the 
journey, there was also much laughing. The cha- 
racter of the " duchess " was discussed very much at 
large, and many promises were made as to long letters. 
Lucy, in truth, was not unhappy. She would be 
nearer to Frank; and then it had been almost promised 
her that she should go to the deanery, after a resi- 
dence of six months with Lady Linlithgow. At the 
deanery of course she would see Frank; and she also 
understood that a long visit to the deanery would be 
the surest prelude to that home of her own of which 
she was always dreaming. 

" Dear me ; — sent you up in the carriage, has she P 
Why shouldn't you have come by the railway ? " 
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" Lady Fawn thought the carriage best. She is so 
very kind." 

** It's what I call twaddle, you know. I hope j'ou 
ain't afraid of going in a cab.*' 

" Not in the least, Lady Linlithgow." 

*^You can't have the carriage to go about here. 
Indeed, I never have a pair of horses till after 
Christmas. I hope you know that I'm as poor as 
Job." 

" I didn't know." 

"I am, then. You'll get nothing beyond whole- 
some food with me. And I'm not sure it is wholesome 
always. The butchers are scoundrels, and the bakers 
are worse. What used you to do at Lady Fawn's ? " 

" I still did lessons with the two youngest girls." 

"You won't have any lessons to do here, unless you 
do 'em with me. You had a salary there ?" 

" Oh yes." 

" Fifty pounds a year, I suppose." 

" I had eighty." 

" Had you, indeed ; eighty pounds ; — and a coach to 
ride in ! " 

"I had a great deal more than that. Lady Lin- 
lithgow." , 

" How do you mean ? " 

"I had downright love and affection. They were 
just so many dear friends. I don't suppose any 
governess was ever so treated before. It was just 
like being at home. The more I laughed, the better 
every one liked it." 

VOL. II. H 
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" You won*t find anything to laugh at here ; at 
least, I don't. If you want to laugh, you can laugh 
up-stairs, or down in the parlour/' 

" I can do without laughing for a while/' 

"That's lucky, Miss Morris. If they were all so 
good to you, what made you come away ? They sent 
you away, didn't they ? '' 

" Well ; — I don't know that I can explain it just all. 
There wero a great many things together. No; — 
they didn't send me away. I came away because it 
suited." 

" It was something to do with your having a lover, 
I suppose." To tliis Lucy thought it best to make no 
answer, and the conversation for a while was dropped. 

Lucy had arrived at about half-past three, and 
Lady Linlithgow was then sitting in the drawing- 
room. After the first series of questions and answers, 
Lucy was allowed to go up to her room, and on her 
return to the drawing-room, found the countess still 
sitting upright in her chair. She was now busy 
with accounts, and at first took no notice of Lucy's 
return. What were to be the companion's duties? 
What tasks in the house were to be assigned to her ? 
What hours were to bo her own ; and what was to be 
done in those of which the countess woidd demand the 
use? Up to the present moment nothing had been 
said of all this. She had simply been told that she 
was to be Lady liinlithgow's companion, — ^without 
salary, indeed, — but receiving shelter, guardianship, 
and bread and meat in return for her services. She 
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took up a book from the table and sat with it for ten 
minutes. It was Tupper's great poem, and she at- 
tempted to read it. Lady Linlithgow sat, totting 
up her figures, but said nothing. She had not spoken 
a word since Lucy's return to the room ; and as the 
great poem did not at first fascinate the new com- 
panion, — ^whose mind not unnaturally was somewhat 
disturbed, — Lucy ventured upon a question. **Is 
there anything I can do for you, Lady Linlithgow ? " 

" Do you know about figures ? " 

" Oh yes. I consider myself quite a ready- 
reckoner.'^ 

" Can you make two and two come to five on one 
side of the sheet, and only come to three on the 
other ? " 

"I'm afraid I can't do that, and prove it after- 
wards." 

"Then you ain't worth anything to me." Having 
so declared. Lady Linlithgow went on with her ac- 
counts, and Lucy relapsed into her great poem. 

"No, my dear," said the countess, when she had 
completed her work, "there isn't anything for you 
to do. I hope you haven't come here with that mis- 
taken idea. There won't be any sort of work of any 
kind expected from you. I poke my own fires, and 
I carve my own bit of mutton. And I haven't got a 
nasty little dog to be washed. And I don't care 
twopence about worsted work. I have a maid to 
dam my stockings, and because she has to work, I 
pay her wages. I don't like being alone, so I get you 
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to come and live with me. I breakfast at nine^ and 
if you don't manage to bo down by that time, I shall 
be cross." 

" I'm always up long before that." 

" There's lunch at two, — just bread and butter and 
cheese, and perhaps a bit of cold meat. There's 
dinner at seven; — and very bad it is, because they 
don't have any good meat in London. Down in 
Fifeshire the meat's a deal better than it is here, only 
I never go there now. At half-past ten I go to bed. 
It's a pity you're so young, because I don't know 
what you'll do about going out. Perhaps, as you 
ain't pretty, it won't signify." 

" Not at all, I should think," said Lucy. 

" Perhaps you consider yourself pretty. It's all al- 
tered now since I was young. Girls make monsters 
of themselves, and I'm told the men like it ; — going 
about with unclean, frowzy structures on their head, 
enough to make a dog sick. They used to bo clean 
and sweet and nice, — what one would like to kiss. 
How a man can like to kiss a f£tce with a dirty horse's 
tail all whizzling about it, is what I can't at all 
understand. I don't think they do like it, but they 
have to do it." 

I haven't oven a pony's tail," said Lucy. 
They do like to kiss you, I daresay." 

"No, they don't," ejaculated Lucy, not knowing 
what answer to make. 

"I haven't hardly looked at you, but you didn't 
seem to me to be a beauty." 
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" You're quite right about that, Lady Linlithgow." 

"I hate beauties. My niece, Lizzie Eustace, is a 
beauty ; and I think that, of all the heartless creatures 
in the world, she is the most heartless.'^ 

" I know Lady Eustace very well.'* 

'*0f course you do. She was a Greystock, and 
you know the Greystocks. And she was down stay- 
ing with old Lady Fawn at Richmond. I should 
think old Lady Fawn had a time with her ; — ^hadn't 
she ? " 

" It didn't go off very well.'' 

"Lizzie would be too much for the Fawns, I 
should think. She was too much for me, I know. 
She's about as bad as anybody ever was. She's false, 
dishonest, heartless, cruel, irreb'gious, ungrateful, mean, 
ignorant, greedy, and vHe ! " 

" Good gracious. Lady Linlithgow ! " 

" She's all that, and a great deal worse. But she 
is handsome. I don't know that I ever saw a prettier 
woman. I generally go out in a cab at three o'clock, 
but I shan't want you to go with me. I don't know 
what you can do. Macnulty used to walk round 
Grosvenor Square and think that people mistook her 
for a lady of quality. You mustn't go and walk round 
Grosvenor Square by yourself, you know. Not that I 
care." 

" I'm not a bit afraid of anybody," said Lucy. 

" Now you know all about it. There isn't anything 
for you to do. There are Miss Edgeworth's novels 
down-stairs, and * Pride and Prejudice' in my bed- 
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room. I don't subscribe to Mudie's, because when 
I asked for ^Adam Bede/ they always sent me tho 
* Bandit Chief/ Perhaps you can borrow books from 
your friends at Richmond. I daresay Mrs. Greystock 
has told you that I'm very cross." 

" I haven't seen Mrs. Greystock for over so long." 

*'Then Lady Fawn has told you,— or somebody. 
When the wind is east, or north-east, or even north, 
I am cross, for I have the lumbago. It's all very 
well talking about being good-humoured. You can't 
be good-humoured with the lumbago. And I havo 
the gout sometimes in my knee. I'm cross enough 
then, and so you'd be. And, among 'em all, I don't 
get much above half what I ought to have out of my 
jointure. That makes me very cross. My teeth are 
bad, and I like to have the meat tender. But it's- 
always tough, and that makes me cross. And when 
people go against the grain with me, as Lizzie Eustace 
always did, then I'm very cross." 

"I hope you won't be very bad with me," said 
Lucy. 

" I don't bite, if you mean that," said her ladyship. 

" I'd sooner be bitten than barked at, — sometimes," 
said Lucv. 

** Humph ! " said the old woman, and then she went 
back to her accounts. 

Lucy had a few books of her own, and she deter- 
mined to ask Frank to send her some. Books are 
cheap things, and she would not mind asking him for 
magazines, and numbers, and perhaps for the loan of 
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a few yolumes. In the meantime she did read Tupper's 
poem, and " Pride and Prejudice/' and one of Miss 
Edgeworth's novels, — probably for the third time. 
During the first week in Bruton Street she would 
have been comfortable enough, only that she had not 
received a line from Frank. That Frank was not 
specially good at writing letters she had already 
taught herself to understand. She was inclined to 
believe that but few men of business do writ« letters 
willingly, and that, of all men, lawyers are the least 
willing to do so. How reasonable it was that a man 
who had to perform a great part of his daily work with 
a pen in his hand, should loathe a pen when not at 
work. To her the writing of letters was perhaps the 
most delightful occupation of her life, and the writing 
of letters to her lover was a foretaste of heaven ; but 
then men, as she knew, are very different from women. 
And she knew this also, — that of all her immediate 
duties, no duty could be clearer than that of abstaining 
from all jealousy, petulance, and impatient expectation 
of little attentions. He loved her, and had told her 
so, and had promised her that she should be his wife, 
and that ought to be enough for her. She was long- 
ing for a letter, because she was very anxious to know 
whether she might ^mention his name to Lady Lin- 
lithgow ; — ^but she would abstain from any idea of 
blaming him because the lett^* did not come. 

On various occasions the countess showed some little 
curiosity about the lover ; and at last, after about ten 
days, when she found herself beginning to be intimate 
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with her new companion, she put the question point- 
blank. ** I hate mysteries/' she said. " Who is the 
young man you are to marry ? " 

" He is a gentleman IVe known a long time/' 

*' That's no answer." 

"I don't want to tell his name quite yet, Lady 
Linlithgow." 

" Why shouldn't you tell his name, unless it's some- 
thing improper P Is he a gentleman P " 

" Yes ; — he is a gentleman." 

"And how old P" 

" Oh, I don't know ; — perhaps thirty-two." 

" And has he any money P " 

" Ho has his profession." 

**I don't like these kind of secrets, Miss Morris. 
If you won't say who he is, what was the good of 
telling mo that you were engaged at all P How is a 
person to believe it P " 

" I don't want you to believe it." 

" Highty, tighty ! " 

**I told you my own part of the affair, because I 
thought you ought to know it as I was coming into 
your house. But I don't see that you ought to know 
his part of it. As for not believing, I suppose you 
believed Ladv Fawn." 

" Not a bit better than I believe you. People don't 
always tell truth because they have titles, nor yet 
because they've grown old. He don't live in London ; 
— does he ? " 

^^ He generally lives in London. He is a barrister." 
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•*Oh,^-oh; a barrister is he? They're always 
making a heap of money, or else none at all. Which 
is it with him ? " 

" He makes something." 

"As much as you could put in your eye and see 
none the worse.'' 

To see the old lady, as she made this suggestion, 
turn sharp round upon Lucy, was as good as a play. 
" My sister's nephew, the dean's son, is one of the best 
of the rising ones, I'm told." Lucy blushed up to her 
hair, but the dowager's back was turned, and she did 
not see the blushes. " But he's in Parliament, and 
they tell me he spends his money faster than he makes 
it. I suppose you know him ? " 

" Yes ; — I knew him at Bobsborough." 

" It's my belief that after all this fuss about Lord 
Fawn, he'll marry his cousin, Lizzie Eustace. If he's 
a lawyer, and as sharp as they say, I suppose he could 
manage her. I wish he would." 

" And she so bad as you say she is ! " 

" She'll be sure to get somebody, and why shouldn't 
he have her money as well as another ? There never 
was a Greystock who didn't want money. That's what 
it will come to ; — you'll see." 

"Never," said Lucy decidedly. 

" And why not ? " 

*" What I mean is that Mr. Greystock is, — at least, 
I should think so from what I hear, — the very last 
man in the world to marry for money." 

" What do you know of what a man would do ? " 
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" It would be a very mean thing ; — particularly if 
lie does not love her." 

** Bother ! '* said the countess. " They were very 
near it in town last year before Lord Fawn came up at 
all. I knew as much as that. And it's what they'll 
come to before they've done." 

" They'll never come to it," said Lucy. 

Then a sudden light flashed across the astute mind 
of the countess. She turned round in her chair, and 
sat for a while silent, looking at Lucy. Then she 
slowly asked another question. " He isn't your young 
man ; — is he ? " To this Lucy made no reply. " So 
that's it ; is it P " said the dowager. " You've done 
mo the honour of making my house your home till 
my own sister's nephew shall be ready to marry 
you P " 

" And why not P " asked Lucy, rather roughly. 

*' And Dame Greystock, from Bobsborough, has sent 
you here to keep you out of her son's way. I see it 
all. And that old fnmip at Eichmond has passed you 
over to me because she did not choose to have such 
goings on under her own eye." 

" There have been no goings on," said Lucy. 

" And he's to come here, I suppose, when my back's 
turned P " 

" He is not thinking of coming here. I don't know 
what you mean. Nobody has done anything wrong 
to you. I don't know why you say such cruel things." 

" He can't afford to marry you, you know." 

*' I don't know anything about it. Perhaps we must 
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wait ever so long ; five years. That's nobody's busi- 
ness but my own." 

" I found it aU out,— didn't I ? " 

" Yes ; — ^you found it out." 

" I'm thinking of that sly old Dame Greystock at 
Bobsborough, — sending you here ! " Neither on that 
nor on the two following days did Lady Linlithgow 
say a word further to Lucy about her engagement. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



TOO BAD rOK SYMPATHY. 



When Frank Greystock left Bobsborougli to go to 
Scotland, he had not said that he would return, nor 
had he at that time made up his mind whether he 
would do so or no. He had promised to go and 
shoot in Norfolk, and had half undertaken to be up in 
London with Herriot working. Though it was holiday- 
time, still there was plenty of work for him to do, — 
various heavy cases to get up, and papers to be read, 
if only he could settle himself down to the doing of it. 
But the scenes down in Scotland had been of a nature 
to make him unfit for steady labour. How was he to 
sail his bark through the rocks by which his present 
voyage was rendered so dangerous P Of course, to the 
reader, the way to do so seems to be clear enough. 
To work hard at his profession; to explain to his 
cousin that she had altogether mistaken his feelings ; 
and to be true to Lucy Morris was so manifestly his 
duty, that to no reader will it appear possible that to 
any gentleman there could be a doubt. Instead of 
the existence of a difficulty, there was a flood of light 
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upon his path^ — so the reader will think ; — a flood so 
clear that not to see his way was impossible. A man 
carried away by abnormal appetites, and wickedness, 
and. the devil, may of course commit murder, or forge 
bills, or become a fraudulent director of a bankrupt 
company. And so may a man be untrue to his troth, 
— and leave true love in pursuit of tinsel, and beauty, 
and false words, and a large income. But why should 
one tell the story of creatures so base ? One does not 
willingly grovel in gutters, or breathe fetid atmo- 
spheres, or live upon garbage. If we are to deal 
with heroes and heroines, let us, at any rate, have 
heroes and heroines who are abpve such meanness as 
falsehood in love. This Frank Greystock must be 
little better than a mean villain, if he allows himself 
to be turned from his allegiance to Lucy Morris for 
an hour by the seductions and money of such a one 
as Lizzie Eustace. 

"We know the dear old rhyme ; — 

** It is good to be merry and wise, 
It is good to be honest and true, 
It is good to be off with the old love 
Before you are on with the new." 

There was never better truth spoken than this, and 
if all men and women could follow the advice here 
given there would be very little sorrow in the world. 
But men and women do not follow it. They are no 
more able to do so than they are to use a spear, the 
staff of which is like a weaver's beam, or to fight with 



no The Eustace Diamonds. 

the Bword Excalibur. The more they exercise their 
arms the nearer will they get to using the giant's 
weapon,— or even the weapon that is divine. But as 
things are at present their limbs are limp and their 
muscles soft, and over-feeding impedes their breath. 
They attempt to be merry without being wise, and 
have theories about truth and honesty with which they 
desire to shackle others, thinking that freedom from 
such trammel^ may be good for themselves. And in 
that matter of love, — though love is very potent, — 
treachery will sometimes seem to be prudence, and a 
hankering after new delights will often interfere with 
real devotion. 

It is very easy to depict a hero, — a man absolutely 
stainless, perfect as an Arthur, — a man honest in all 
his dealings, equal to all trials, true in all his speech, 
indifferent to his own prosperity, struggling for the 
general good, and, above all, faithful in love. At any 
rate, it is as easy to do that as to tell of the man who 
is one hour good and the next bad, who aspires 
greatly, but fails in practice, who sees the higher, but 
too often follows the lower course. There arose at 
one time a school of art, which delighted to paint 
the human face as perfect in beauty ; and from that 
time to this wo are discontented unless every woman 
is drawn for us as a Venus, or at least a Madonna. 
I do not know that we have gained much by this 
untrue portraiture, either in beauty or in art. There 
may bo made for us a pretty thing to look at, no 
doubt ; — but we know that that pretty thing is not 



Too Bad for Syfupathy. 1 1 1 

really yisaged as the mistress whom we serve, and 
whose lineaments we desirb to perpetuate on the 
canvas. The winds of heaven, or the flesh-pots of 
Egypt, or the midnight gas, — passions, pains, and, 
perhaps, rouge and powder, have made her something 
different. But still there is the fire of her eye, and 
the eager eloquence of her mouth, and something, too, 
perhaps, left of the departing innocence of youth, 
which the painter might give us without the Venus 
or the Madonna touches. But the painter does not 
dare to do it. Indeed, he has painted so long after 
the other fashion that he would hate the canvas before 
him, were he to give way to the rouge-begotten 
roughness or to the flesh-pots, — or even to the winds. 
And how, my lord, would you, who are giving 
htmdreds, more than hundreds, for this portrait of 
your dear one, like to see it in print from the art 
critic of the day, that she is a brazen-faced hoyden 
who seems to have had a glass of wine too much, or 
to have been making hay ? 

And so also has the reading world taught itself to 
like best the characters of all but divine men and 
women. Let the man who paints with pen and ink 
give the gaslight, and the flesh-pots, the passions and 
pains, the prurient prudence and the rouge-pots and 
pounce-boxes of the world as it is, and he will be told 
that no one can care a straw for his creations. With 
whom are we to sympathise ? says the reader, who not 
unnaturally imagines that a hero should be heroic. 
Oh, thou, my reader, whose sympathies are in truth 



112 The Eustace Diamonds. 

the great and only aim of my work, when you have 
called the dearest of youif friends round you to your 
hospitable table, how many heroes are there sitting at 
the board? Your bosom friend, even if he be a 
knight without fear, is he a knight without reproach P 
The Ivanhoe that you know, did he not press Re- 
becca's hand? Your Lord Evandale, — did he not 
bring his coronet into play when he strove to win his 
Edith Bellenden ? Was your Tresilian still true and 
still forbearing when truth and forbearance could avail 
him nothing ? And those sweet girls whom you know, 
do they never doubt between the poor man they think 
they love, and the rich man whose riches they know 
they covet ? 

Go into the market, either to buy or sell, and name 
the thing you desire to part with or to get, as it is, 
and the market is closed against you. Middling oats 
are the sweepings of the granaries. A useful horse 
is a jade gone at every point. Good sound port is sloe 
juice. No assurance short of A 1 betokens even a 
pretence to merit. And yet in real life we are content 
with oats that are really middling, are very glad to 
have a useful horse, and know that if we drink port 
at all we must drink some that is neither good nor 
sound. In those delineations of life and character 
which we call novels a similarly superlative vein is 
desired. Our own friends around us are not always 
merry and wise, nor, alas ! always honest and true. 
They are often cross and foolish, and sometimes 
treacherous and false. They are so, and we are angry. 
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Then we forgive them, not without a consciousness of 
imperfection on our own part. And we know, — or 
at least believe, — that though they be sometimes 
treacherous and false, there is a balance of good. We 
cannot have heroes to dine with us. There are none. 
And were these heroes to be had, we should not like 
them. But neither are our friends villains, — ^whose 
every aspiration is for evil, and whose every moment 
is a struggle for some achievement worthy of the 
devil. 

The persons whom you cannot care for in a novel, 
because they are so bad, are the very same that you so 
dearly love in your life, because they are so good. To 
make them and ourselves somewhat better, — not by 
one spring heavenwards to perfection, because we can- 
not so use our legs, — ^but by slow climbing, is, we may 
presume, the object of all teachers, leaders, legislators, 
spiritual pastors, and masters. He who writes tales 
such as this, probably also has, very humbly, some 
such object distantly before him. A picture of surpas- 
sing godlike nobleness, — a picture of a King Arthur 
among men, may perhaps do much. But such pictures 
cannot do all. When such a picture is painted, as 
intending to show what a man should be, it is true. 
If painted to show what men are, it is false. The true 
picture of life as it is, if it could be adequately painted, 
would show men what they are, and how they might 
rise, not, indeed, to perfection, but one step first, and 
then another on the ladder. 

Our hero, Frank Greystock, falling lamentably short 
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in hia heroiBm, was not in a happy state of mind when 
he reached Bobsborough. It may be that he returned 
to his own borough and to his mother's arms because 
he felt, that were he to determine to be false to Lucy, 
he would there receive sympathy in his treachery. His 
mother would, at any rate, think that it was well, and 
his father would acknowledge that the fault committed 
was in the original engagement with poor Lucy, and 
not in the treachery. He had written that letter to 
her in his chambers one night in a fit of ecstasy ; 
and could it be right that the ruin of a whole life 
should be the consequence ? 

It can hardly be too strongly asserted that Lizzie 
Eustace did not appear to Frank as she had been made 
to appear to the reader. In all this affair of the neck- 
lace he was beginning to believe that she was really 
an ill-used woman ; and as to other traits in Lizzie's 
character, — ^traits which he had seen, and which were 
not of a nature to attract, — it must be remembered 
that beauty reclining in a man's arms does go far to- 
wards washing white the lovely blackamoor. Lady 
Linlithgow, upon whom Lizzie's beauty could have no 
effect of that kind, had nevertheless declared her to be 
very beautiful. And this loveliness was of a nature 
that was altogether pleasing, if once the beholder of it 
could get over the idea of falseness which certainly 
Lizzie's eye was apt to convey to the beholder. There 
was no unclean horse's tail. There was no get up of 
flounces, and padding, and paint, and hair, with a 
dorsal excrescence appended with the object surely of 
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showing in triumph how much absurd ugliness women 
can force men to endure. She was lithe, and active, 
and bright, — and was at this moment of her life at 
her best. Her growing charms had as yet hardly 
reached the limits of full feminine loveliness, — which, 
when reached, have been surpassed. Luxuriant beauty 
had with her not as yet become comeliness ; nor had 
age or the good things of the world added a pound 
to the fairy lightness of her footstep. All this had 
been tendered to Frank, — and with it that worldly 
wealth which was so absolutely necessary to his career. 
For though Greystock would not have said to any 
man or woman that nature had intended him to be 
a spender of much money and a consumer of many 
good things, he did undoubtedly so think of himself. 
He was a Greystock, and to what miseries would he 
not reduce his Lucy if, burthened by such propensities, 
he were to marry her and then become an aristocratic 
pauper ! 

The offer of herself by a woman to a man is, to us 
all, a thing so distasteful that we at once declare that 
the woman must be abominable. There shall be no 
whitewashing of Lizzie Eustace. She was abominable. 
But the man to whom the offer is made hardly sees 
the thing in the same light. He is disposed to believe 
that, in his peculiar case, there are circumstances by 
which the woman is, if not justified, at least excused. 
Frank did put faith in his cousin's love for himself. 
He did credit her when she told him that she had 
accepted Lord Fawn's offer in pique, because he had 
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not como to her when he had promised that he wotdd 
come. It did seem natural to him that she should 
have desired to adhere to her engagement when he 
would not advise her to depart from it. And then 
her jealousy about Lucy's ring, and her abuse of Lucy, 
were proofs to him of her love. Unless she loved him, 
why should she care to marry him P What was his 
position that she should desire to share it; — unless 
she so desired because he was dearer to her than aught 
beside? lie had not eyes clear enougl^ to perceive 
that his cousin was a witch whistling for a wind, and 
ready to take the first blast that would carry her and 
her broomstick somewhere into the sky. And then, in 
that matter of the offer, which in ordinary circum- 
stances certainly should not have come from her to 
him, did not the fact of her wealth and of his com- 
parative poverty cleanse her from such stain as would, 
in usual circumstances, attach to a woman who is so 
forward P lie liad not acceded to her proposition. 
lie had not denied his engagement to Lucy. He had 
loft her presence without a word of encouragement, 
because of that engagement. But he believed that 
Lizzie was sincere. lie believed, now, that she was 
genuine ; though ho liad previously been all but sure 
that falsehood and artifice were second nature to her. 

At Bobsborough ho met his constituents, and made 
them the normal autumn speech. The men of Bobs- 
borough wore well pleased and gave him a vote of 
oonfidonoo. As none but those of his own party 
attended the meeting, it was not wonderful that the 
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vote was unanimous. His father, mother, and sister 
all heard his speech, and there was a strong family 
feeling that Frank was born to set the Greystocks 
once more upon their legs. When a man can say 
what he likes with the certainty that every word will 
be reported, and can speak to those around him as one 
manifestly their superior, he always looms large. 
When the Conservatives should return to their proper 
place at the head of affairs, there could be no doubt 
that Frank Greystock would be made Solicitor-General. 
There were not wanting even ardent admirers who 
conceived that, with such claims and such talents as 
his, the ordinary steps in political promotion woxild 
not be needed, and that he would become Attorney- 
General at once. All men began to say all good 
things to the dean, and to Mrs. Greystock it seemed 
that the woolsack, or at least the Queen's Bench with 
a peerage, was hardly an uncertainty. But then, — 
there must be no marriage with a penniless governess. 
If he would only marry his cousin one might say that 
the woolsack was won. 

Then came Lucy's letter; the pretty, dear, joking 
letter about the "duchess,'' and broken hearts. "I 

would brehk my heart, only — only — only " Yes, 

he knew very well what she meant. I shall never be 
called upon to break my heart, because you are not 
a false scoundrel. If you were a false scoundrel, 
instead of being, as you are, a pearl among men, — 
then I should break my heart. That was what Lucy 
meant. She could not have been much clearer, and 
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lie tmderstood it perfectly. It is very nice to walk 
about one's own borough and be voted unanimously 
worthy of confidence, and be a great man ; but if you 
are a scoundrel, and not used to being a scoundrel, 
black care is apt to sit very close behind you as you 
go caracolling along the streets. 

Lucy's letter required an answer, and how should 
he answer it ? He certainly did not wish her to tell 
Lady Linlithgow of her engagement, but Lucy clearly 
wished to be allowed to tell, and on what ground could 
he enjoin her to be silent ? He knew, or he thought 
he knew, that till he answered the letter, she would 
not tell his secret, — and therefore from day to day he 
put off the answer. A man does not write a love- 
letter usually when he is in doubt himself whether he 
does or does not mean to be a scoundrel. 

Then there came a letter to "Dame" Greystock from 
Lady Linlithgow, which filled them all with amaze- 
ment. 

" My dear Madam," — began the letter, — 

"Seeing that your son is engaged to marry 
Miss Morris, — at least she says so, — you ought not 
to have sent her here without telling me all about it. 
She says you know of the match, and she says that 
I can write to you if I please. Of course, I can do 
that without her leave. But it seems to me that if you 
know all about it, and approve the marriage, your 
house and not mine would be the proper place for 
her. 
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" I'm told that Mr. Greystock is a great man. Any 
lady being with me as my companion ean*t be a great 
woman. But perhaps you wanted to bredc it off; — 
«lse you would have told me. She shall stay here six 
months, but then she must go. 

" Yours truly, 

" Susanna Linlithgow." 

It was considered absolutely necessary that this letter 
should be shown to Frank. "You see," said his 
mother, " she told the old lady at once." 

"I don't see why she shouldn't." Nevertheless 
Frank was annoyed. Having asked for permissioa, 
Lucy should at least have waited for a reply. 

" Well ; I don't know," said Mrs. Greystock. " It 
is generally considered that young ladies are more 
reticent about such things. She has blurted it out 
and boasted about it at once." 

" I thought girls always told of their engagements," 
said Frank, "and I can't for the life of me see that 
there was any boasting in it." Then he was silent for 
a moment. " The truth is, we are, all of us, treating 
Lucy very badly." 

" I cannot say that I see it," said his mother. 

" We ought to have had her here." 

" For how long, Frank ? " 

" For as long as a home was needed by her." 

"Had you demanded it, Frank, she should have 
<jome, of course. But neither I nor your father could 
have had pleasure in receiving her as your future wife. 
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Tou, yourself, aay that it cannot be for two years at 
least." 

" I said one year." 

" I think, Frank, you said two. And we all know- 
that such a marriage would be ruinous to you. How 
could we make her welcome? Can you see your way 
to haying a house for her to live in within twelve 
months ? " 

" Why not a house ? I could have a house to- 



morrow." 



^^ Such a house as would suit you in your position ? 
And, Frank, would it be a kindness to marry her and 
then let her find that you were in debt P " 

" I don't believe she'd care, if she had nothing but a 
crust to eat." 

" She ought to care, Frank." 

'' I think," said the dean to his son, on the next day, 
'' that in our class of life an imprudent marriage is the 
one thing that should be avoided. My marriage has 
been very happy, God knows ; but I have always been 
a poor man, and feel it now when I am quite unable 
to help you. And yet your mother had some fortune. 
Nobody, I think, cares less for wealth than I do. I 
am content almost with nothing." — The nothing with 
which the dean had hitherto been contented had 
always included every comfort of life, a well-kept table, 
good wine, new books, and canonical habiliments with 
the gloss still on ; but as the Bobsborough tradesmen 
had, through the agency of Mrs. Greystock, always 
supplied him with these things as though they came 
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from the clouds, he really did believe that he had 
never asked for anything. — "I am content almost 
with nothing. But I do feel that marriage cannot be 
adopted as the ordinary form of life by men in our 
class as it can be by the rich or by the poor. You, for 
instance, are called upon to live with the rich, but are 
not rich. That can only be done by wary walking, 
and is hardly consistent with a wife and children." 

" But men in my position do marry, sir." 

"After a certain age, — or else they marry ladies 
with money. You see, Frank, there are not many 
men who go into Parliament with means [so moderate 
as yours ; and they who do perhaps have stricter ideas 
of economy." The dean did not say a word about Lucy 
Morris, and dealt entirely with generalities. 

In compliance with her son's advice, — or almost 
command, — ^Mrs. Greystock did not answer Lady Lin- 
lithgow's letter. He was going back to London, and 
would give personally, or by letter written there, what 
answer might be necessary. " You will then see Miss 
Morris ?" asked his mother. 

" I shall certainly see Lucy. Something must be 
settled." There was a tone in his voice as he said 
this which gave some comfort to his mother. 



CHAPTER XXXYI. 



lizzie's guests. 



True to their words, at the end of October, Mrs. 
Oarbuncle and Miss Boanoke, and Lord George de 
Bruce Carruthers, and Sir Griffin Tewett, arrived at 
Portray Castle. And for a couple of days there was 
a visitor whom Lizzie was very glad to welcome, but 
of whose good-nature on the occasion Mr. Camperdown 
thought very ill indeed. This was John Eustace. His 
sister-in-law wrote to him in very pressing language ; 
and as, — so he said to Mr. Camperdown, — he did 
not wish to seem to quarrel with his brother's widow 
as long as such seeming might be avoided, he accepted 
, the invitation. If there was to be a lawsuit about the 
diamonds, that must be Mr. Camperdown's affidr. 
Lizzie had never eatertained her friends in style 
before. She had had a few people to dine with her 
in London, and once or twice had received company 
on an evening. But in all her London doings there 
had been the trepidation of fear, — ^to be accounted for 
by her youth and widowhood ; and it was at Portray, 
— ^her own house at Portray, — ^that it would best 
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become her to exercise lier hospitality. She had 
bided her time even there, but now she meant to 
show her friends that she had got a house of her 
own. 

She wrote even to her husband's imcle, the bishop, 
asking him down to Portray. He could not come, but 
sent an affectionate answer, and thanked her for think- 
ing of him. Many people she asked who, she felt sure, 
would not come, — and one or two of them accepted 
her invitation. John Eustace promised to be with 
her for two days. When Frank had left her, going 
out of her presence in the manner that has been 
described, she actually wrote to him, begging him to 
join her party. This was her note. 

" Come to me, just for a week," she said, " when 
my people are here, so that I may not seem to be 
deserted. Sit at the bottom of my table, and be to me 
as a brother might. I shall expect you to do so 
much for me." To this he had replied that he would 
come during the first week in November. 

And she got a clergyman down from London, the 
Rev. Joseph Emilius, of whom it was said that he was 
bom a Jew in Hungary, and that his name in his 
own country had been Mealyus. At the present time 
he was among the most eloquent of London preachers, 
and was reputed by some to have reached such a 
standard of pulpit-oratory, as to have had no equal 
within the memory of living hearers. In regard to 
his reading it was acknowledged that no one since 
Mrs. Siddons had touched him. But he did not get 
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on very well with any particular bishop, and there 
was doubt in the minds of some people whether there 
was or was not any — Mrs. Emilius. He had come 
up quite suddenly within the last season, and had 
made church-going quite a pleasant occupation to 
Lizzie Eustace. 

On the last day of October, Mr. Emilius and Mr. 
John Eustace came each alone. Mrs. Carbuncle and 
Miss Roanoke came over with post-horses from Ayr, 
— as also did Lord George and Sir GriflSn about an 
hour after them. Frank was not yet expected. He 
had promised to name a day and had not yet 
named it. 

" Varra weel ; varra weel," Gowran had said when 
he was told of what was about to occur, and was 
desired to make preparations necessary in regard to 
the outside plenishing of the house; "nae doobt 
she'll do with her ain what pleases her ainself. 
The mair ye poor out, the less there'll be left in. 
Mr. Jo-ohn coming ? 1^11 be glad then to see Mr. 
Jo-ohn. Oo, ay ; aits, — there'll be aits eneuch. And 
anither coo P You'll want twa ither coos. I'll see to 
the coos." And Andy Gowran, in spite of the inter- 
necine warfare which existed between him and his 
mistress, did see to the hay, and the cows and the 
oats, and the extra servants that were wanted both 
inside and outside the house. There was enmity 
between him and Lady Eustace, and he didn't care 
who knew it ; — ^but he took her wages and he did 
her work. 
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Mrs. Carbuncle was a wonderful woman. She was 
the wife of a man with whom she was very rarely 
seen, whom nobody knew, who was something in the 
City, but somebody who never succeeded in making 
money ; and yet she went everywhere. She had at 
least the reputation of going everywhere, and did go 
to a great many places. Carbuncle had no money, — 
so it was said ; and she had none. She was the 
daughter of a man who had gone to New York and 
had failed there. Of her own parentage no more was 
known. She had a small house in one of the very 
small Mayfair streets,, to which she was wont to invite 
her friends for five-o'clock tea. Other receptions she 
never attempted. During the London seasons she 
always kept a carriage, and during the winters she 
always had hunters. Who paid for them no one knew 
or cared. Her dress was always perfect, — as far as 
fit and performance went. As to approving Mrs. 
Carbuncle's manner of dress, — that was a question 
of taste. Audacity may, perhaps, be said to have 
been the ruling principle of her toilet; — not the 
audacity of indecency, which, let the satirists say what 
they may, is not efficacious in England, but audacity 
in colour, audacity in design, and audacity in con- 
struction. She would ride in the park in a black and 
yellow habit, and appear at the opera in white velvet 
without a speck of colour. Though certainly turned 
thirty, and probably nearer to forty, she would wear 
her jet-black hair streaming down her back, and when 
June came would drive about London iij a straw hat. 
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Bat yet it was always admitted that she was well 
dressed. And then would arise, the question, Who 
paid the bills P 

Mrs. Carbuncle was certainly a handsome woman. 
She was ftdl-faced, — ^with bold eyes, rather far apart, 
perfect black eyebrows, a well-formed broad nose, 
thick lips, and regular teeth. Her chin was round 
and short, with, perhaps, a little bearing towards a 
doable chin. But though her face was plump and 
roimd, there was a power in it, and a look of command 
of which it was, perhaps, difficult to say in what 
features was the seat. But in truth the mind will 
lend a tone to every feature, and it was the desire of 
Mrs. Carbuncle's heart to command. But perhaps the 
wonder of her face was its complexion. People said, — 
before they knew her, — ^that, as a matter of course, 
she had been ^lade beautiful for ever. But, though 
that too brilliant colour was almost always there, 
covering the cheeks but never touching the forehead 
or the neck, it would at certain moments shift, change, 
and even depart. When she was angry, it would 
vanish for a moment and then return intensified. 
There was no chemistry on Mrs. Carbuncle's cheek; 
and yet it was a tint so brilliant and so transparent, 
as almost to justify a conviction that it could not be 
genuine. There were those who declared that nothing 
in the way of complexion so beautiful as that of Mrs. 
Carbuncle's had been seen on the face of any other 
woman in this age, and there were others who called 
her an exaggerated milkmaid. She was tall, too, and 
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had learned so to walk as though half the world be- 
longed to her. 

Her niece, Miss Roanoke, was a lady of the same 
stamp, and of similar beauty, with those additions 
and also with those drawbacks which belong to youth. 
She looked as though she were four-and-twenty, but 
in truth she was no more than eighteen. When 
seen beside her aunt, she seemed to be no more than 
half the elder lady's size ; and yet her proportions 
were not insignificant. She, too, was tall, and was 
as one used to command, and walked as [though she 
were a young Juno. Her hair was very dark, — almost 
black, — and very plentiful. Her eyes were large and 
bright, though too bold for a girl so young. Her nose 
and mouth were exactly as her aunt's, but her chin 
was somewhat longer, so as to divest her face of that 
plump roundness which, perhaps, took something from 
the majesty of Mrs. Carbuncle's appearance. Miss 
Roanoke's complexion was certainly marvellous. No 
one thought that she had been made beautiful for 
ever, for the colour would go and come and shift and 
change with every word and every thought ; but still 
it was there, as deep on her cheeks as on her aimt's, 
though somewhat more transparent, and with more 
delicacy of tint as the bright hues faded away and 
became merged in the almost marble whiteness of her 
skin. With Mrs. Carbuncle there was no merging 
and fading. The red and white bordered one another 
on her cheek, without any merging, as they do on a 
flag. 
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Luclnda Roanoke was undoubtedly a very handsome 
woman. It probably never occurred to man or woman 
to say that she was lovely. She had sat for her portrait 
during .the last winter, and her picture had caused 
mubh remark in the Exhibition. Some said that she 
might be a Brinvilliers, others a Cleopatra, and others 
again a Queen of Sheba. In her eyes as they were 
limned there had been nothing certainly of love, but 
they who likened her to the Egyptian queen believed 
that Cleopatra's love had always been used simply to 
assist her ambition. They who took the Brinvilliers 
side of the controversy were men so used to softness 
and flattery from woman as to have learned to think 
that a woman silent, arrogant, and hard of approach, 
must be always meditating murder. The disciples of 
the Queen of Sheba school, who formed perhaps the 
more numerous party, were led to their opinion by 
the majesty of Lucinda's demeanour rather than by 
any clear idea in their own minds of the lady who 
visited Solomon. All men, however, agreed in this, 
that Lucinda Roanoke was very handsome, but that 
she was not the sort of girl with whom a man would 
wish to stray away through the distant beech-trees 
at a picnic. 

In truth she was silent, grave, and, if not really 
haughty, subject to all the signs of haughtiness. She 
went everywhere with her aunt, and allowed herself 
to be walked out at dances, and to be accosted when 
on horseback, and to be spoken to at parties ; but she 
seemed hardly to trouble herself to talk, — and as for 
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laughing, flirting, or giggling, one might as well 
expect such levity from a marble Minerva. During 
the last winter she had taken to hunting with her 
aunt, and already could ride well to hounds. If assist- 
ance were wanted at a gate, or in the management* of 
a fence, and the servant who attended the two ladies 
were not near enough to give it, she would accept 
it as her due from the man nearest to her ; but she 
rarely did more than bow her thanks, and, even by 
young lords, or hard-riding handsome colonels, or 
squires of undoubted thousands, she could hardly ever 
be brought to what might be called a proper hunting- 
field conversation. All of which things were noted, 
and spoken of, and admired. It must be presumed 
that Lucinda Eoanoke was in want of a husband, and 
yet no girl seemed to take less pains to get one. A 
girl ought not to be always busying herself to bring 
down a man, but a girl ought to give herself some 
• charms. A girl so handsome as Lucinda Roanoke, 
with pluck enough to ride like a bird, dignity enough 
for a duchess, and who was undoubtedly clever, ought 
to put herself in the way of taking such good things 
as her charms and merits would bring her; — but 
Lucinda Roanoke stood aloof and despised everybody. 
So it was that Lucinda was spoken of when her name 
was mentioned ; and her name was mentioned a good 
deal after the opening of the exhibition of pictures. 

There was some difficulty about her, — as to who 
she was. That she was an American was the received 
opinion. Her mother, as well as Mrs. Carbuncle, had 
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oertainl J been in New Yoik. Carbande was m London 
man; bat it was supposed that Mr. Boanoke was, or 
had been, an American. The receired opinion was 
correct. Lucinda had been bom in Xew York, bad 
beoi educated there till she was sixteen, had then beea 
tak^L to Paris for nine months, and finom Paris bad 
been brought to London by her aunt. Mrs. Carbnnde 
always spoke of Lncinda's education as bavin <^ been, 
thoroughly Parisian. Of her now education and ante- 
cedents, Lucinda never spoke at aU. "I'll tell voa 
what it is," said a young scamp firom Eton to his elder 
sister, when her character and position were once bein^ 
discussed. '' She's a heroine, and would shoot a fellow 
as soon as look at him." Li that scamp's family, 
Lucinda was ever afterwards called the heroine. 

The manner in which Lord Greorge de Bruce 
Carruthers had attached himself to these ladies was 
a mystery; but then Lord George was always mys- 
terious. He was a young man, — so considered, — 
about forty-five years of age, who had never done any- 
thing in the manner of other people. He hunted a 
great deal, but he did not fraternise with himting 
men, and would appear now in this county and now 
in that, with an utmost disregard of grass, fences, 
friendships, or foxes. Leicester, Essex, Ayrshire, or 
the Baron had equal delights for him; and in all 
counties he was quite at home. He had never owned 
a fortune, and had never been known to earn a 
shilling. It was said that early in life he had been 
apprenticed to an attorney at Aberdeen as George 
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Carruthers. His third cousin, the Marquis of Killie- 
crankie, had been killed out hunting; the second 
scion of the noble family had fallen at Balaclava; a 
third had perished in the Indian Mutiny; and a 
fourth, who did reign for a few months, died suddenly, 
leaving a large family of daughters. Within three 
years the four brothers vanished, leaving among them 
no male heir, and George's elder brother, who was 
then in a West India regiment, was called home from 
Demerara to be Marquis of Killiecrankie. By a usual 
exercise of the courtesy of the Crown, all the brothers 
were made lords, and some twelve years before the 
date of our story George Carruthers, who had long 
since left the attorney's office at Aberdeen, became 
Lord George de Bruce Carruthers. How he lived no 
one knew. That his brother did much for him was 
presumed to be impossible, as the property entailed 
on the Killiecrankie title certainly was not large. He 
sometimes went into the City, and was supposed to 
know something about shares. Perhaps he played a 
little and made a few bets. He generally lived with 
men of means; — or perhaps with one man of means 
at a time ; but they, who knew him well, declared that 
he never ^borrowed a shilling from a friend, and never 
owed a guinea to a tradesman. He always had horses, 
but never had a home. When in London he lodged 
in a single room, and dined at his club. He was a 
Colonel of Volunteers, having got up the regiment 
known as the Long Shore Riflemen, — the roughest 
regiment of Volunteers in all England, — and ;^was 
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reputed to be a bitter Badical. He was suspected 
even of republican sentiments, and ignorant young 
men about London hinted that he was the grand 
centre of the British Fenians. He had been invited 
to stand for the Tower Hamlets, but had told the 
deputation which waited upon him that he knew a 
thing worth two of that. Would they guarantee his 
expenses, and then give him a salary ? The* deputa- 
tion doubted its ability to promise so much. " I more 
than doubt it,'* said Lord George; and then the 
deputation went away. 

In person he was a long-legged, long-bodied, long- 
faced man, with rough whiskers and a rough beard on 
his upper lip, but with a shorn chin. His eyes were 
very deep set in his head, and his cheeks were hollow 
and sallow, and yet he looked to be and was a 
powerful, healthy man. He had large hands, which 
seemed to be all bone, and long arms, and a neck 
which looked to be long ; because he so wore his shirt 
that much of his throat was always bare. It was 
manifest enough that he liked to have good-looking 
women about him, and yet nobody presumed it 
probable that he would marry. For the last two or 
three years there had been friendship between him 
and Mrs. Carbuncle; and during the last season he 
had become almost intimate with our Lizzie. Lizzie 
thought that perhaps he might be the Corsair whom, 
sooner or later in her life, she must certainly encounter. 

Sir GriflSn Tewett, who at the present period of his 
existence was being led about by Lord George, was 
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nofc exactly an amiable young baronet. Nor were his 
circumstances such as make a man amiable. He was 
nominally, not only the heir to, but actually the 
possessor of, a large property ; — ^but he could not 
touch the principal, and of the income only so much 
as certain legal curmudgeons would allow him. As 
Greystock had said, everybody was at law with him, 
— so successful had been his father in mismanaging, 
and miscontrolling, and misappropriating the property. 
Tewett Hall had gone to rack and ruin for four years, 
and was now let almost for nothing. He was a fair, 
frail young man, with a bad eye, and a weak mouth, 
and a thin hand, who was fond of liqueurs, and hated 
to the death any acquaintance who won a five-pound 
note of him, or any tradesman who wished to have 
his bill paid. But he had this redeeming quality, — 
that having found liucinda Roanoke to be the hand- 
somest woman he had ever seen, he did desire to make 
her his wife. 

Such were the friends whom Lizzie Eustace received 
at Portray Castle on the first day of her grand hospi- 
tality, — together with John Eustace and Mr. Joseph 
Emilius, the fashionable preacher from Mayfair. 



CHAPTER XXXVIL 



lizzje's first day. 



The coming of John Eustace was certainly a great 
thing for Lizzie, though it was only for two days. It 
saved her from that feeling of desertion before her 
fHends, — desertion by those who might naturally 
belong to her, which would otherwise have afflicted 
her. His presence there for two days gave her a start. 
She could call him John, and bring down her boy to 
him, and remind him, with the sweetest smile, — with 
almost a tear in her eye, — ^that he was the boy's guar- 
dian. " Little fellow ! So much depends on that 
little life, — does it not, John ? " she said, whispering 
the words into his ear. 

" Lucky little dog ! " said John, patting the boy's 
head. " Let me see ; of course he'll go to Eton." 
Not yet," said Lizzie with a shudder. 
Well; no; hardly; — ^when he's twelve." And 
then the boy was done with and was carried away. 
She had played that card, and had turned her trick. 
John Eustace was a thoroughly good-natured man of 
the world, who could forgive many faults, not ex- 
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pecting people to be perfect. He did not like Mrs. 
Carbuncle ; — was indifferent to Lucinda's beauty ; — 
was afraid of that Tartar, Lord George ; and thorougbly 
despised Sir Griffin. In his heart he believed Mr. 
Emilius to be an impostor, who might, for all he 
knew, pick his pocket; and Miss Macnulty had no 
attraction for him. But he smiled and was gay, and 
called Lady Eustace by her Christian name, and was 
content to be of use to her in showing her friends that 
she had not been altogether dropped by the Eustace 
people. " I got such a nice affectionate letter from the 
dear bishop," said Lizzie, " but he couldn't come. He 
could not escape a previous engagement." 

"It's a long way," said John, "and he's not so 
young as he was once ; — and then there are the 
Bobsborough parsons to look after." 

" I don't suppose anything of that kind stops him," 
said Lizzie, who did not think it possible that a bishop's 
bliss should be alloyed by work. John was so very 
nice that she almost made up her mind to talk to him 
about the necklace ; but she was cautious, and thought 
of it, and found that it would be better that she 
should abstain. John Eustace was certainly very good- 
natured, but perhaps he might say an ugly word to 
her if she were rash. She refrained, therefore, and 
after breakfast on the second day he took his de- 
parture without an allusion to things that were un- 
pleasant. 

" I call my brother-in-law a perfect gentleman," 
said Lizzie with enthusiasm, when his back was called. 
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"Certainly/' said Mrs. Carbuncle. "He seems to 
me to be very quiet." 

" He didn't quite like his party," said Lord George. 

" I am sure be did," said Lizzie. 

" I mean as to politics. To bim we are all turbulent 
demagogues and Bobemians. Eustace is an old-world 
Tory, if tbere's one left anywbere. But you're rigbt^ 
Lady Eustace. He is a gentleman." 

" He knows on wbich side bis bread is buttered as 
well as any man," said Sir Griffin. 

" Am I a demagogue," said Lizzie, appealing to tbe 
Corsair, " or a Bohemian P I didn't know it." 

" A little in that way, I think. Lady Eustace ; — not 
a demagogue, but demagoguical ; — not a Bohemian, t 

but that way given." 

" And is Miss Roanoke demagoguical P " 

" Certainly," said Lord George. " I hardly wrong 
you there. Miss Roanoke P " 

" Lucinda is a democrat, but hardly a demagogue, 
Lord George," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

"Those are distinctions which we hardly under- 
stand on this thick-headed side of the water. But 
demagogues, democrats, demonstrations, and Demos- 
thenic oratory are all equally odious to John Eus- L 

tace. For a young man he's about the best Tory I 
know.", 

" He is true to his colours," said Mr. Emilius, who 

had been endeavouring to awake the attention of Miss 

Roanoke on the subject of Shakespeare's dramatic action, 

" and I like men who are true to their colours." Mr. 
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Emillus spoke with the slightest possible tone of a 
foreign accent, — a tone so slight that it simply served 
to attract attention to him. 

While Eustace was still in the house, there had come 
a letter from Frank Greystock, saying that he* would 
reach Portray, by way of Glasgow, on Wednesday, the 
5th of November. He must sleep in Glasgow on that 
night, having business, or friends, or pleasure demand- 
ing his attention in that prosperous mart of commerce. 
It had been impressed upon him that he should hunt, 
and he had consented. There was to be a meet out on 
the Kilmarnock side of the county on that Wednesday, 
and he would bring a horse with him from Glasgow. 
Even in Glasgow a hunter was to be hired, and could 
be sent forty or fifty miles out of the town in the 
morning and brought back in the evening. Lizzie 
had learned all about that, and had told him. If he 
would call at MacFarlane's stables in Buchanan Street, 
or even write to Mr. MacFarlane, he would be sure to 

ft 

get a horse that would carry him. MacFarlane was 
sending horses down into the Ayrshire country every 
day of his life. It was simply an affair of money. 
Three guineas for the horse, and then just the expense 
of the railway. Frank, who knew quite as much about 
it as did his cousin, and who never thought much of 
guineas or of railway tickets, promised to meet the 
party at the meet ready equipped. His things would 
go on by train, and Lizzie must send for them to Troon. 
He presumed a beneficent Providence would take the 
horse back to the bosom of Mr. MacFarlane. Such 
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was the tenor of his letter. *' If he don't mind, he'll 
find himself astray," said Sir Griffin. " He'll have to 
go one way by rail and his horse another." *' We can 
manage better for our cousin than that," said Lizzie, 
with a rebuking nod. 

But there was hunting from Portray before Frank 
Greystock came. It was specially a hunting party, 
and Lizzie was to be introduced to the glories of the 
field. In giving her her due, it must be acknowledged 
that she was fit for the work. She rode well, though 
she had not ridden to hounds, and her courage was 
cool. She looked well on horseback, and had that 
presence of mind which should never desert a lady 
when she is hunting. A couple of horsps had been 
purchased for her, under Lord George's superinten- 
dence, — his conjointly with Mrs. Carbuncle's, — and- 
had been at the castle for the last ten days — *' eating 
their varra heeds ofi"," as Andy Gowran had said in 
sorrow. There had been practising even while John 
Eustace, was there, and before her preceptors had slept 
three nights at the castle, she had ridden backwards 
and forwards, half-a-dozen times, over a stone wall. 
" Oh yes," Lucinda had said, in answer to a remark 
from Sir Griffin, "it's easy enough, — till you come 
across something difficult." 

"Nothing difficult stops you," said Sir Griffin ; — to 
which compliment Lucinda vouchsafed no reply. 

On Monday Lizzie went out hunting for the first 
time in her life. It must be owned that, as she put 
her habit on, and afterwards breakfasted with all her 
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guests in hunting gear around her, and then wa« driven 
witt them in her own carriage to the meet, there was 
something of trepidation at her heart. And her feeling 
of cautious fear in regard to money had received a 
shock. Mrs. Carbuncle had told her that a couple of 
horses fit to carry her might perhaps cost her about 
£180. Lord George had received the commission, and 
the cheque required from her had been for £320. Of 
course she had written the cheque without a word, but 
it did begin to occur to her that fiunting was an ex- 
pensive amusement.' Gowran had informed her that 
he had bought a rick of hay from a neighbour for 
£75 158. 9d. "God forgie me,'' said Andy, tt^^^ j 
b'lieve I've been o'er hard on the puir man in vour 
leddyship's service." £75 15s. 9d. did seem a weat 
•deal of money to pay; and could it be necessary that 
she should buy a whole rick ? There were to be ei^ht 
horses in the stable. To what friend could she a 1 
to learn how much of a rick of hay one horse ouffhTtl 
eat in a month of hunting? In such a matter shp 
might have trusted Andy Gowran implicitly • but ho ^ 

was she to know that ? And -then, what if «f "" 
;l/^o^« ^ i» 1 ' ^ ^ ft* some 

desperate fence she were to be thrown off and break 

her nose and knock out her front teeth! Was th. 

ttrritf^'n'^f She was by no means sure 
that she liked Mrs. Carbuncle very much. And though 
she hked Lord George very weU, coma it be p^ble 
that he bought the horses for £90 each an^^^ ^ 
Her£160P Co«airs do do this sort^t^^""^ 
Wses themselves were two sweet d.rs, wuTLs 1 
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their foreheads, and shining coats, and a delicious 
aptitude for jumping over everything at a moment's 
notice. Lord George had not, in truth, made a penny 
by them, and they were good hunters, worth the 
money; — but how was Lizzie to know that? But 
though she doubted, and was full of fears, she could 

smile and look as though she liked it. If the worst 
should come she could certainly get money for the 
diamonds. 

On that Monday, the meet was comparatively near 
to them,— distant only twelve miles. On the following 
Wednesday it would be sixteen, and they would use 
the railway, — having the carriage sent to meet them 
in the evening. The three ladies and Lord George 
filled the carriage, and Sir Griffin was perched upon 
the box. The ladies* horses had gone on with two* 
grooms, and those for Lord George and Sir Griffin 
were to come to the meet. Lizzie felt somewhat proud 
of her establishment and her equipage; — but at the 
same time somewhat fearful. Hitherto she knew but 
very little of the county people, and was not sure how 
she might be received; — and then how would it be 
with her, if the fox should at once start away across 
country, and she should lack either the pluck or the 
power to follow ? There was Sir Griffin to look after 
Miss Roanoke, and Lord George to attend to Mrs. 
Carbuncle. At last an idea so horrible struck her that 
she could not keep it down. " What am I to do,'* she 
said, " if I find myself all alone in a field, and every- 
body else gone away ? " 
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" We won't treat you quite in that fashion/' said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" The only possible way in which you can be alone in 
a field is that you will have cut everybody else down/* 
said Lord George. 

"I suppose it will all come right/' said Lizzie, 
plucking up her courage, and telling herself that a 
woman can die but once. 

Everything was right, — as it usually is. The horses 
were there, — quite a throng of horses, as the two 
gentlemen had two each ; and there was, moreover, a 
mounted groom to look after the three ladies. Lizzie 
had desired to have a groom to herself, but had been 
told that the expenditure in horseflesh was more than 
the stable could stand. " All I ever want of a man is to 
carry for me my flask, and waterproof, and luncheon,'' 
said Mrs. Carbuncle. " I don't care if I never see a 
groom, except for that." 

"It's convenient to have a gate opened sometimes," 
said Lucinda slowly. 

" Will no one but a groom do that for you ? " asked 
Sir Griffin. 

*•' Gentlemen can't open gates," said Lucinda. Now, 
as Sir Griffin thought that he had opened many gates 
during the last season for Miss Jloanoke, he felt this to 
be hard. 

But there were eight horses, and eight horses with 
three servants and a carriage made quite a throng. 
Among the crowd of Ayrshire hunting men,— a lord 
or two, a dozen lairds, two dozen farmers, and as many 
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men of business out of Ayr, Kilmarnock, and away 
from Glasgow, — it was soon told that Lady Eustace 
and her party were among them. A good deal had 
been already heard of Lizzie, and it was at least known 
of her that she had, for her life, the Portray estate in 
her hands. So there was an undercurrent of whisper- 
ing, and that sort of commotion which the appearance 
of new-comers does produce at a hunt-meet. Lord 
George knew one or two men, who were surprised to 
find him in Ayrshire, and Mrs. Carbuncle was soon 
quite at home with a young nobleman whom she had 
met in the vale with the Baron. Sir Griffin did not 
leave Lucinda's side, and for a while poor Lizzie felt 
herself alone in a crowd. 

Who does not know that terrible feeling, and the all 
but necessity that exists for the sufferer to pretend that 
he is not suffering, — ^which again is aggravated by the 
conviction that the pretence is utterly vain? This 
may be bad with a man, but with a woman, who never 
looks to be alone in a crowd, it is terrible. For five 
minutes, during which everybody else was speaking to 
everybody, — for five minutes, which seemed to her to 
be an hour, Lizzie spoke to no one, and no one spoke 
to her. Was it for such misery as this, that she was 
spending hundreds upon hundreds, and running herself 
into debt P For she was sure that there would be debt 
before she had parted with Mrs. Carbuncle. There are 
people, very many people, to whom an act of hospitality 
is in itself a good thing ; but there are others who are 
always making calculations, and endeavouring to count 
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up the thing purchased against the cost. Lizzie had 
been told that she was a rich woman, — as women go, 
very rich. Surely she was entitled to entertain a few 
friends ; and if Mrs. Carbuncle and Miss Roanoke could 
hunt, it could not be that hunting was beyond her own 
means. And yet she was spending a great deal of 
money. She had seen a large waggon loaded with 
sacks of corn coming up the hill to the Portray stables, 
and she knew that there would be a long bill at the 
corn-chandler's. There had been found a supply of 
wine in the cellars at Portray, — which at her request 
had been inspected by her cousin Frank ; — but it had 
been necessary, so he had told her, to have much more 
sent down from London, — champagne, and liqueurs, 
and other nice things that cost money. " You won't 
like not to have them if these people are coming?'' 
*•' Oh, no ; certainly not," said Lizzie with enthusiasm. 
What other rich people did, she would do. But now, 
in her five minutes of misery, she counted it all up, and 
was at a loss to find what was to be her return for her 
expenditure. And then, if on this her first day she 
should have a fall, with no tender hand to help her, 
and then find that she had knocked out her front 
teeth ! 

,But the cavalcade began to move, and then Lord 
George was by her side. " You mustn't be angry if I 
seem to stick too close to you," he said. She gave him 
her sweetest smile as she told him that that would be 
impossible. "Because, you know, though it's the 
easiest thing in the world to get along out hunting. 
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and women never come to grief, a person is a little 
astray at first/' 

'* I shall be so much astray," said Lizzie. " I don't 
at all know how we are going to begin. Are we 
hunting a fox now?" At this moment they were 
trotting across a field or two, through a run of gates 
up to the first covert. 

" Not quite yet. The hounds haven't been put in 
yet. You see that wood there? I suppose they'll 
draw that." 

" What is drawing, Lord George ? I want to know 

all about it, and I am so ignorant. Nobody else will 

tell me." Then Lord George gave his lesson, and 

explained the theory and system of fox-himting. 

" We're to wait here, then, till the fox runs away ? 

But it's ever so large, and if he runs away, and nobody 

sees him ? I hope he will, because it will be nice to go 
on easily." 

*' A great many people hope that, and a great many 
think it nice to go on easily. Only you must not con- 
fess to it." Then he went on with his lecture, and ex- 
plained the meaning of scent, was great on the difficulty 
of getting away, described the iniquity of heading the 
fox, spoke of up wind and down wind, got as far as 
the trouble of " carrying," and told her that a good 
ear was everything in a big wood, — when there came 
upon them the thrice-repeated note of an old hoimd's 
voice, and the quick scampering, and low, timid, 
anxious, trustful whinnying of a dozen comrade younger 
hounds, who recognised the sagacity of their well- 
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known and highly-appreciated elder. — "That's a fox," 
said Lord George. 

"What shall I do now?" said Lizzie, all in a 
twitter. 

"Sit just where you are and light a cigar, if 
you're given to smoking." 

" Pray don't joke with me. You know I want to 
do it properly." 

"And therefore you must sit just where you are, 
and not gallop about. There's a matter of a hundred 
and twenty acres here I should say, and a fox doesn't 
always choose to be evicted at the first notice. It's a 
chance whether he goes at all from a wood like this. 
I like woods myself, because, as you say, we can take 

it easy ; but if you want to ride, you should By 

George, they've killed him ! " 

" KiUed the fox ? " 

" Yes ; he's dead. Didn't you hear P " 

" And is that a hunt ? " 

" Well ; — as far as it goes, it is." 

" Why didn't he run away ? What a stupid beast ! 
I don't see so very much in that. Who killed him ? 
That man that was blowing the horn P " 

" The hounds chopped him." 

" Chopped him ! " Lord George was very patient, 
and explained to Lizzie, who was now indignant and 
disappointed, the misfortune of chopping. " And are 
we to go home now ? Is it all over ? " 

" They say the country is full of foxes," said Lord 
George. " Perhaps we shall chop half-a-dozen." 

VOL. II. L 
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" Dear me ! Chop half-a-dozen foxes ! Do they 
like to be chopped? I thought they always ran away/' 

Lord George was constant and patient, and rode 
at Lizzie's side from covert to covert. A second fox 
they did kill in the same fashion as the first ; a third 
they couldn't hunt a yard ; a fourth got to ground 
after five minutes, and wad dug out ingloriously ; — 
during which process a drizzling rain commenced. 
" Where is the man with my waterproof P " demanded 
Mrs. Carbuncle. Lord George had sent the man to see 
whether there was shelter to be had in a neighbouring 
yard. And Mrs. Carbuncle was angry. " It's my own 
fault,'' she said, *'for not having my own man. 
Lucinda, you'll be wet." 

"I don't mind the wet," said Lucinda. Lucinda 
never did mind anything. 

" If you'll come with me, we'll get into a bam," 
said Sir Griffin. 

" I like the wet," said Lucinda. All the while seven 
men were at work with picks and shovels, and the 
master and four or five of the more ardent sportsmen 
were deeply engaged in what seemed to be a mining 
operation on a small scale. The huntsman stood over 
giving his orders. One enthusiastic man, who had 
been lying on his belly, grovelling in the mud for five 
minutes, with a long stick in his hand, was now apply- 
ing the point of it scientifically to his nose. An ordi- 
nary observer with a magnifying glass might have seen 
a hair at the end of the stick. '' He's there," said the 
enthusiastic maQ, covered with mod, after a long- 
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drawn, eager sniff at the stick. The huntsman deigned 
to give one glance. ** That's rabbit/' said the hunts- 
man. A conclave was immediately formed over the 
one visible hair that stuck to the stick, and three 
experienced farmers decided that it was rabbit. The 
muddy enthusiastic man, silenced but not convinced, 
retired from the crowd, leaving his stick behind him, 
and comforted himself with his brandy-flask. 

" He's here, my lord," said the huntsman to his 
noble master, " only we ain't got nigh him yet." He 
spoke almost in a whisper, so that the ignorant crowd 
should not hear the words of wisdom, which they 
wouldn't understand or perhaps believe. "It's that 
full of rabbits that the holes is all hairs. They ain't 
got no terrier here, I suppose. They never has aught 
that is wanted in these parts. Work round to the 
right, there; — that's his line." The men did work 
round to the right, and in something under an hour the 
fox was dragged out by his brush and hind legs, while 
the experienced whip who dragged him held the poor 
brute tight by the back of his neck. " An old dog, my 
lord. There's such a many of 'em here, that they'll 
be a deal better for a little killing.''^ Then the hounds 
ate their third fox for that day. 

Lady Eustace, in the meantime, and Mrs. Carbuncle, 
with Lord George, had found their way to the shelter 
of a cattle-shed. Lucinda had slowly followed, and 
Sir GriflBln had followed her. The gentlemen smoked 
cigars, and the ladies, when t^ey had < eaten their 
luncheons And drank their sherry, were cold and cross. 
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" If this is hunting," said Lizzie, " I really don't think 
so much about it." 

" It's Scotch hunting," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" I have seen foxes dug out south of the Tweed," 
suggested Lord George. 

"I suppose everything is slow after the Baron," 
said Mrs. Carbuncle, who had distinguished herself 
with the Baron's staghounds last March. 

"Are we to go home now?" asked Lizzie, who 
would have been well pleased to have received an 
answer in the affirmative. 

"I presume they'll draw again," exclaimed Mrs. 
Carbuncle, with an angry frown on her brow. " It's 
hardly two o'clock." 

"They always draw till seven, in Scotland," said 
Lord George. 

" That's nonsense," said Mrs. Carbuncle. " It's dark 
at four." 

" They have torches in Scotland," said Lord George. 

" They have a great many things in Scotland that 
are very far from agreeable," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 
" Lucinda, did you ever see three foxes killed without 
five minutes' running, before ? I never did." 

" I've been out all day without finding at all," said 
Lucinda, who loved the truth. 

" And so have I," said Sir Griffin ; — " often. Don't 
you remember that day when we went down from 
London to Bringher Wood, and they pretended to find 
at half-past four ? — That's what I call a sell." 

"They're going on, Lady Eustace," said Lord 
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George. " If you're not tired, we might as well see it 
out." Lizzie was tired, but said she was not, and she 
did see it out. They found a fifth fox, but again there 

was no scent. " '\\Tio the is to hunt a fox with 

people scurrying about like that ! " said the huntsman, 
very angrily, dashing forward at a couple of riders. 
" The hounds is behind you, only you ain't a-looking. 
Some people never do look ! " The two peccant riders 
unfortunately were Sir Griffin and Lucinda. 

The day was one of those from which all the men 
and women return home cross, and which induce some 
half-hearted folk to declare to themselves that they 
never will hunt again. When th6 master decided 
a little after three that he would draw no more, be- 
cause there wasn't a yard of scent, our party had 
nine or ten miles to ride back to their carriages. 
Lizzie was very tired, and, when Lord George took 
her from her horse, could almost have cried from 
fatigue. Mrs. Carbuncle was never fatigued, but she 
had become damp, — soaking wet through, as she her- 
self said, — during the four minutes that the man was 
absent with her waterproof jacket, and could not 
bring herself to forget the ill-usage she had suffered. 
Lucinda had become absolutely dumb, and any ob- 
server would have fancied that the two gentlemen had 
quarrelled with each other. *'You ought to go on 
the box now," said Sir Griffin, grumbling. "When 
you're my age, and I'm yours, I will," said Lord 
George, taking his seat in the carriage. Then he 
appealed to Lizzie. "You'll let me smoke, won't 
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youP" She simply bowed her head. And so they 
went home, — Lord George smoking, and the ladies 
dumb. Lizzie, as she dressed for dinner, almost cried 
with vexation and disappointment. 

There was a liltle conversation up-stairs between 
Mrs. Carbuncle and Lucinda, when they were free 
from the attendance of their joint maid. "It seems 
to me," said Mrs. Carbuncle, " that you won't make 
up your mind about anything." 

" There is nothing to make up my mind about." 

" I think there is ; — a great deal. Do you mean to 
take this man who is dangling after you ?" 

" He isn't worth taking." 

" Carruthors says . that the property must come 
right, sooner or later. You might do better, perhaps, 
but you won't trouble yourself. We can't go on like 
this for ever, you know." 

"If you hated it as much as I do, you wouldn't 
want to go on." 

" Why don't you talk to him ? I don't think he's 
at all a bad fellow." 

" I've nothing to say." 

" He'll offer to-morrow, if you'll accept him." 

"Don't let him do that. Aunt Jane. I couldn't 
say Yes. As for loving him ; — oh laws ! " 

"It won't do to go on like this, you know." 

" I'm only eighteen ; — ^and it's my money, aunt." 

" And how long will it last ? If you can't accept 
him, refuse him, and let somebody else come." 
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"It seems to me," said Lucinda, "that one is as 
bad as another. I'd a deal sooner marry a shoemaker 
and help him to make shoes/' 

"That's downright wickedness," said Mrs. Car- 
buncle. And then they went down to dinner. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 



nappie's grey horse. 



During the leisure of Tuesday, our friends regained 
their good-humour, and on the Wednesday morning 
they again started for the hunting-field. Mrs. Car- 
buncle, who probably felt that she had behaved ill 
about the groom and in regard to Scotland, almost 
made an apology, and explained that a cold shower 
always did make her cross. " My dear Lady Eustace, 
I hope I wasn't very savage." "My dear Mrs. 
Carbuncle, I hope I wasn't very stupid,'' said Lizzie 
with a smile. " My dear Lady Eustace, and my dear 
Mrs. Carbuncle, and my dear Miss Boanoke, I hope I 
wasn't very selfish," said Lord George. 

" I thought you were," said Sir Griffin. 

"Yes, Grifi*; and so were you; — ^but I succeeded." 

"I am almost glad that I wasn't of the party," said 
Mr. Emilius, with that musical foreign tone of his. 
" Miss Macnulty and I did not quarrel ; did we ? " 

" No, indeed," said Miss Macnulty, who had liked 
the society of Mr. Emilius. 

But on this morning there was an attraction for 
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Lizzie which the Monday had wanted. She was to 
meet her cousin, Frank Greystock. The journey was 
long, and the horses had gone on overnight. They 
went by railway to Kilmarnock, and there a carriage 
from the inn had been ordered to meet them. Lizzie, 
as she heard the order given, wondered whether she 
would have to pay for that, or whether Lord George 
and Sir Griffin would take so much off her shoulders. 
Young women generally pay for nothing : and it was 
very hard that she, who was quite a young woman, 
should have to pay for all. But she smiled, and 
accepted the proposition. "Oh, yes; of course a 
carriage at the station. It is so nice to have some 
one to think of things, like Lord George." The car- 
riage met them, and everything went prosperously. 
Almost the first person they saw was Frank Grey- 
stock, in a black coat, indeed, but riding a superb 
grey horse, and looking quite as though he knew 
what he was about. He was introduced to Mrs. Car- 
buncle and Miss Roanoke and Sir Griffin. With Lord 
George he had some slight previous acquaintance. 

" You've had no difficulty about a horse ? '* said 
Lizzie. 

" Not the slightest. But I was in an awful fright 
this morning. I wrote to MacFarlane from London, 
and absolutely hadn't a moment to go to his place 
yesterday or this morning. I was staying over at 
Glenshiels, and had not a moment to spare in catch- 
ing the train. But I found a horse-box on, and a 
lad from MacFarlane's just leaving as I came up." 
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" Didn't he send a boy down with the horse ? " asked 
Lord George. 

" I believe there is a boy, and the boy^ll be awfully 
bothered. I told them to book the horse for Kil- 
marnock." 

"They always do book for Kilmarnock for this 
meet/' said a gentleman who had made acquaintance 
with some of Lizzie's party on the previous hunting- 
day ; — " but Stewarton is ever so much nearer." 

"So somebody told me in the carriage," continued 
Frank, "and I contrived to get my box oflf at 
Stewarton. The guard was uncommon civil, and so 
was the porter. But I hadn't a moment to look for 
the boy." 

"I always make my fellow stick to his horses," said 
Sir Griffin. 

"But you see. Sir Griffin, I haven't got a fellow, 
and I have only hired a horse. But I shall hire a 
good many horses from Mr. MacFarlane if he'll always 
put me up like this." 

I'm so glad you're here," said Lizzie. 
So am I. I hunt about twice in three years, and 
no man likes it so much. I've still got to find out 
whether the beast can jump." 

"Any mortal thing alive, nir," said one of those 
horsey-looking men who are to be found in all hunt- 
ing-fields, who wear old brown brooches, old black 
coats, old hunting caps, who rido screws, and never 
get thrown out. 

" You know him, do you P " said Frank. 
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"I know him. I didn't know as Muster Mac- 
Farlane owned him. No more he don't," said the 
horsey man, turning aside to one of his friends. 
" That's Nappie's horse, from Jamaica Street." 

" Not possible," said the friend. 

"You'll tell me I don't know my own horse next." 

"I don't believe you ever owned one," said the 
friend. 

Lizzie was in truth delighted to have her cousin 
beside her. He had at any rate forgiven what she 
had said to him at his last visit, or he would not 
have been there. And then, too, there was a feeling 
of reality in her connection with him, which was 
sadly wanting to her, — ^unreal as she was herself, — 
in her acquaintance with the other people around 
her. 

And on this occasion three or four people spoke 
or bowed to her, who had only stared at her before ; 
and the huntsman took off his cap, and hoped that he 
would do something better for her than on the pre- 
vious Monday. And the huntsman was very courteous 
also to Miss Boanoke, expressing the same hope, cap 
in hand, and smiling graciously. A huntsman at the 
beginning of any day or at the end of a good day is 
so different from a huntsman at the end of a bad day ! 
A huntsman often has a very bad time out hunting, 
and it is sometimes a marvel that he does not take 
the advice which Job got from his wife. But now 
all things were smiling, and it was soon known that 
his lordship intended to draw Craigattan Gorse. Now 
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in tliose parts there is no surer find, and no better 
chance of a run, than Craigattan Gorse affords. 

" There is one thing I want to ask, Mr. Groystock," 
said Lord George, in Lizzie's hearing. 

" You shall ask two," said Frank. 

" Who is to coach Lady Eustace to-day ; — you 
orip''' 

" Oh, do let me have somebody to coach me," said 
Lizzie. 

"For devotion in coachmanship," said Frank, — 
« devotion, that is, to my cousin, I defy the world. 
In point of skill I yield to Lord George." 

*' My pretensions are precisely the same," said Lord 
George. ** I glow with devotion ; my skill is naught." 

"I like you best. Lord George," said Lizzie, laugh- 
ing. 

** That settles the question," said Lord George. 

*' Altogether," said Frank, taking off his hat. 

^' I mean as a coach," said Lizzie. 

" I quite understand the extent of the preference," 
said Lord George. Lizzie was delighted, and thought 
the game was worth the candle. The noble master 
had told her that they were sure of a run from 
Craigattan, and she wasn't in the least tired, and they 
were not called upon to stand still in a big wood, and 
it didn't rain, and, in every respect, the day was very 
different from Monday. Mounted on a bright-skinned, 
lively steed, with her cousin on one side and Lord 
George de Bruce Carruthers on the other, with all 
the hunting world of her own county civil around 
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her, and a fox just found in Graigattan Gorse, what 
could the heart of woman desire more? This was 
to Kve. There was, however, just enough of fear to 
make the blood run quickly to her heart. " We'll be 
away at once now,'* said Lord George with utmost 
earnestness ; '' follow me close, but not too close. 
When the men see that I am giving you a lead, they 
won't come between. If you hang back, I'll not go 
ahead. Just check your horse as he comes to his 
fences, and, if you can, see me over before you go at 
ihem. Now then, down the hill; — there's a gate at 
the comer, and a bridge over the water. We couldn't 
be better. By George ! there they are, — altogether. 
If they don't pull him down in the first two minutes, 
we shall have a run." 

Lizzie understood most of it, — more at least than 
would nine out of ten young women who had never 
ridden a hunt before. She was to go wherever Lord 
(George led her, and she was not to ride upon his 
heels. So much at least she understood, — and so much 
she was resolved to do. That dread about her front 
teeth which had perplexed her on Monday was 
altogether gone now. She would ride as fast as 
Lucinda Eoanoke. That was her prevailing idea. 
Lucinda, with Mrs. Carbuncle, Sir Griffin, and the 
ladies' groom, was at the other side of the covert. 
Frank had been with his cousin and Lord George, but 
had crept down the hill while the hounds were in 
the gorse. A man who likes hunting but himts only 
once a year is desirous of doing the best he can with 
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his day. When the hounds came out and crossed the 
brook at the end of the gorse, perhaps he was a little 
too forward. But, indeed, the state of affairs did not 
leave much time for waiting, or for the etiquette of 
the hunting.field. Along the opposite margin of the 
brook there ran a low paling, which made the water 
a rather nasty thing to face. A circuit of thirty or 
forty yards gave the easy riding of a little bridge, and 
to that all the crowd hurried. But one or two men 
with good eyes, and hearts as good, had seen the 
leading hounds across the brook turning up the hill 
away from the bridge, and knew that two most neces- 
sary minutes might be lost in the crowd. Frank did 
as they did, haying seen nothing of any hounds, but 
with instinctive knowledge that they were men likely 
to be right in a hunting-field. " If that ain't Nappie's 
horse, I'll eat him," said one of the leading men to 
the other, as all the three were breasting the hill 
together. Frank only knew that he had been car- 
ried over water and timber without a mistake, and 
felt a glow of gratitude towards Mr. MacFarlane. XJp 
the hill they went, and .not waiting to inquire into the 
circumstances of a little gate, jumped a four-foot wall 
and were away. ''How the mischief did he get 
a-top of Nappie's horsQ P " said the horsey man to his 
friend. 

" We're about right for it now," said the huntsman, 
as he came up alongside of Frank. He had crossed 
the bridge, but had been the first aoross it, and knew 
how to get over his ground quickly. On they went, 
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the horsey man leading on his thoroughbred screw, 
the huntsman second, and Frank third. The pace had 
already been too good for the other horsey man. 

When Lprd George and Lizzie had mounted the 
hill, there was a rush of horses at the little gate. As 
they topped the hill Lucinda and Mrs. Carbuncle 
were jumping the wall. Lord George looked back 
and asked a question without a word. Lizzie answered 
it as mutely, Jump it ! She was already a little short 
of breath, but she was ready to jump anything that 
Lucinda Boanoke had jumped. Over went Lord 
George, and she followed him almost without losing 
the stride of her horse. Surely in all the world there 
was nothing equal to this ! There was a large grass 
field before them, and for a moment she came up 
alongside of Lord George. "Just steady him before 
he leaps,'* said Lord George. She nodded her assent, 
and smiled her gratitude. She had plenty of breath 
for riding, but none for speaking. They were now 
very near to Lucinda, and Sir Griffin, and Mrs. 
Carbuncle. "The pace is too good for Mrs. Car- 
buncle's horse," said Lord George. Oh, if she could 
only pass them, and get up to those men whom she 
saw before her ! She knew that one of them was her 
cousin Frank. She had no wish to pass them, but 
she did wish that he should see her. In the next fence 
Lord George spied a rail, which he thought safer 
than a blind hedge, and he made for it His horse 
took it well, and so did Lizzie's ; but Lizzie jumped it 
a little too near him, as he had paused an instant to 
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look at the ground. " Indeed, I won't do it again/* 
she said, collecting all her breath for an apology. 
" You are going admirably/' he said, " and your horse 
is worth double the money.'' She was so glad now 
that he had not spared for price in mounting her. 
Looking to the right she could see that Mrs. Carbuncle 
had only just floundered through the hedge. Lucinda 
was still ahead, but Sir Griffin was falling behind, as 
though divided in duty between the niece and the 
aunt. Then they passed through a gate, and Lord 
George stayed his horse to hold it for her. She tried 
to thank him but he stopped her. '^ Don't mind 
talking, but come along, and take it easy." She 
smiled again, and he told himself that she was wondrous 
pretty. And then her pluck was so good ! And then 
she had four thousand a year ! " Now for the gap ! 
— don't be in a hurry. You first, and I'll follow 
you to keep oflf these two men. Keep to the left, 
where the other horse& have been." On they went, 
and Lizzie was in heaven. She could not quite under- 
stand her feelings, because it had come to that with 
her that 'to save her life she could not have spoken 
a word. And yet she was not only happy but com- 
fortable. The leaping was delightful, and her horse 
galloped with her as though his pleasure was as great 
as her own. She thought that she was getting nearer 
to Lucinda. For her, in her heart, Lucinda was the 
quarry. If she could only pass Lucinda ! That there 
were any hounds she had altogether forgotten. She 
only knew that two or three men were leading the 
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way, of whom her cousin Frank was one, that Lucinda 
Roanoke was following them closely, and that she was 
gaining upon Lucinda Roanoke. She knew she was 
gaining a little, because she could see now how well 
and squarely Lucinda sat upon her horse. As for 
herself, she feared that she was rolling; — but she 
need not have feared. She was so small, and lithe, 
and light, that her body adapted itself naturally to 
the pace of her horse. Lucinda was of a different 
build, and it behoved her to make for herself a per- 
fect seat. " We must have the wall," said Lord 
George, who was again at her side for a moment. 
She would have " had " a castle wall, moat included, 
turrets and all, if he would only have shown her 
the way. The huntsman and Frank had taken the 
wall. The horsey man's bit of blood, knowing his 
own powers to an inch, had declined, — ^not roughly, 
with a sudden stop and a jerk, but with a swerve to 
the left, which the horsey man at once understood. 
What the brute lacked in jumping he could make up 
in pace, and the horsey man was along the wall and 
over a broken bank at the head of it, with the loss 
of not more than a minute. Lucinda's horse, follow- 
ing the ill example, balked the jump. She turned 
him round with a savage gleam in her eye which 
Lizzie was just near enough to see, struck him rapidly 
over the shoulders with her whip, and the animal flew 
with her into the next field. "Oh, if I could do 
it like that ! '' thought Lizzie. But in that very 
minute she was doing it, not only as well but belter. 
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Not following Lord George, but close at his side, the 
little animal changed his pace, trotted for a yard or 
two, hopped up as though the wall were nothing, 
knocked off a top stone with his hind feet, and 
dropped on to the ground so softly that Lizzie hardly 
believed that she had gone over the big obstruction 
that had cost Lucinda such an effort. Lucinda's horse 
came down on all four legs, with a grunt and a groan, 
and she knew that she had bustled him. At that 
moment Lucinda was very full of wrath against the 
horsey man with the screw who had been in her way. 
"He touched it," gasped Lizzie, thinking that her 
horse had disgraced himself. " He's worth his weight 
in gold," said Lord George. " Come along. There's 
a brook with a ford. Morgan is in it." Morgan 
was the himtsman. " Don't let them get before you." 
Oh, no. She would let no one get before her. She 
did her very best, and just got her horse's nose on the 
broken track leading down into the brook before 
Lucinda. "Pretty good, isn't itp" said Lucinda. 
Lizzie smiled sweetly. She could smile, though she 
could not speak. " Only they do balk one so at one's 
fences ! " said Lucinda. The horsey man had all but 
regained his place, and was immediately behind 
Lucinda, within hearing — as Lucinda knew. 

On the farther side of the field, beyond the brook, 
there was a little spinny, and for half a minute the 
hounds came to a check, "Give 'em time, sir, give 
'em time," said Morgan to Frank, speaking in full 
good-humour, with no touch of Monday's savagery. 
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"Wind him, Bolton; Beaver's got it. Very good 
thing, my lady, isn't it? Now, Carstairs, if you're 
going to 'unt the fox, you'd better 'unt him." 
Carstairs was the horsey man, — and one with whom 
Morgan very often quarrelled. "That's it, my hearties," 
and Morgan was across a broken wall in a moment, 
after the leading hounds. " Are we to go on ? " said 
Lizzie, who feared much that Lucinda would get ahead 
of her. There was a matter of three dozen horsemen 
up now, and, as far as Lizzie saw, the whole thing 
might have to be done again. In hunting, to have 
ridden is the pleasure ; — and not simply to have ridden 
well, but to have ridden better than others. " I call 
it very awkward ground," said Mrs. Carbuncle, coming 
up. " It can't be compared to the Baron's country." 
"Stone walls four feet and a half high, and well 
built, are awkward," said the noble master. 

But the hounds were away again, and Lizzie had 
got across the gap before Lucinda, who, indeed, made 
way for her hostess with a haughty politeness which 
was not lost upon Lizzie. Lizzie could not stop to 
beg pardon, but she would remember to do it in her 
prettiest way on their journey home. They were now 
on a track of open country, and the pace was quicker 
even than before. The same three men were still 
leading, Morgan, Greystock, and Carstairs. Carstairs 
had slightly the best of it; and of course Morgan 
swore afterwards that he was among the hounds the 
whole run. " The scent was that good, there wasn't 
no putting of 'em off; — ^no thanks to him," said 
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Morgan. "I 'ate to see *em galloping, galloping, 
galloping,, with no more eye to the 'ounds than a 
pig. Any idiot can gallop, if he's got it under him." 
All which only signified that Jack Morgan didn't like 
to see any of his field before him. There was need, 
indeed, now for galloping, and it may be doubted 
whether Morgan himself was not doing his best. There 
were about five or six in the second flight, and among 
these Lord George and Lizzie were well placed. But 
Lucinda had pressed again ahead. ''Miss Boanoke 
had better have a care, or she'll blow her horse," 
Lord George said. JLizzie didn't mind what happened 
to Miss Koanoke's horse, so that it could be made to 
go a little slower and fall behind. Sut Lucinda still 
pressed on, and her animal went with a longer stride 
than Lizzie's horse. 

They now crossed a road, descending a hill, and 
were again in a close country. A few low hedges 
seemed as nothing to Lizzie. She could see her cousin 
gallop over them ahead of her, as though they were 
nothing; and her own horse, as he came to them, 
seemed to do exactly the same. On a sudden they 
found themselves abreast with the huntsman. "There's 
a biggish brook below there, my lord," said ho. Lizzie 
was charmed to hear it. Hitherto she had jumped 
all the big things so easily, that it was a pleasure 
to hear of them. *' How are we to manage it P " asked 
Lord George. " It is rideable, my lord ; but there's 
a place about half a mile down. Let's see how'U 
they head. Drat it, my lord, they've turned up, and 
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we must have it or go back to the road/' Morgan 
hurried on, showing that he meant to " have '* it, as 
did also Lucinda. " Shall we go to the road P " said 
Lord George. " No, no ! " said Lizzie. Lord George 
looked at her and at her horse, and then galloped after 
the huntsman and Lucinda. The horsey man, with 
the well-bred screw, was first over the brook. The 
little animal could take almost any amount of water, 
and his rider knew the spot. " He'll do it like a 
bird," he had said to Greystock, and Greystock had 
followed him. Mr. MacFarlane's hired horse did do it 
like a bird. " I know him, sir," said Carstairs. " Mr. 
Nappie gave £250 for him down in Northamptonshire 
last February; — bought him of Mr. Percival. You 
know Mr. Percival, sirP" Frank knew neither Mr. 
Percival nor Mr. Nappie, and at this moment cared 
nothing for either of them. To him, at this moment, 
Mr. MacFarlane, of Buchanan Street, Glasgow, was 
the best friend he ever had. 

Morgan, knowing well the horse he rode, dropped 
him into the brook, floundered and half swam through 
the mud and water, and scrambled out safely on the 
other side. " He wouldn't have jumped it with me, if 
I'd asked him ever so," he said afterwards. Lucinda 
rode at it, straight as an arrow, but her brute came 
to a dead balk, and, but that she sat well, would have 
thrown her into the stream. Lord George let Lizzie 
take the leap before he took it, knowing that, if there 
were misfortune, he might so best render help. To 
Lizzie it seemed as though the river were the blackest. 
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and the deepest, and the broadest that ever ran. For 
a moment her heart quailed; — but it was but for a 
moment. She shut her eyes, and gave the little horse 
his head. For a moment she thought that she was in 
the water. Her horse was almost upright on the bank, 
with his hind-feet down among the broken ground, 
and she was clinging to his neck. But she was light, 
and the beast made good his footing, and then she 
knew that she had done it. In that moment of the 
scramble her heart had been so near her mouth that 
she was almost choked. When she looked round. Lord 
George was already by her side. " You hardly gave 
him powder enough," he said, "but still he did it 
beautifully. Good heavens ! Miss Roanoke is in the 
river." Lizzie looked back, and there, in truth, was 
Lucinda struggling with her horse in the water. They 
paused a moment, and then there were three or four 
men assisting her. " Come on," said Lord George ; — 
"there are plenty to take her out, and we couldn't 
get to her if we stayed." 

" I ought to stop," said Lizzie. 

" You couldn't get back if you gave your eyes for 
it," said Lord George. " She's all right." So insti- 
gated, Lizzie followed her leader up the hill, and in 
a minute was close upon Morgan's heels. 

The worst of doing a big thing out hunting is the 
fact that in nine cases out of ten they who don't do it 
are as well off as they who do. If there were any 
penalty for riding round, or any mark given to those 
who had ridden straight, — so that justice might in 
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some sort be done, — it would perhaps be better. Wheii 
you Have nearly broken your neck to get to hounds, or 
made your horse exert himself beyond his proper power, 
and then find yourself, within three minutes, over- 
taking the hindmost ruck of horsemen on a road 
because of some iniquitous turn that the fox has 
taken, the feeling is not pleasant. And some man 
who has not ridden at all, who never did ride at all, 
will ask you where you have been ; and his smile 
will give you the lie in your teeth if you make any 
attempt to explain the facts. Let it be sufficient for 
you at such a moment to feel that you are not ashamed 
of yourself. Self-respect will support a man even in 
such misery as this. 

The fox on this occasion, having crossed the river, 
had not left its bank, but had turned from his course 
up the stream, so that the leading spirits who had 
followed the hounds over the water came upon a 
crowd of riders on the road in a space something short 
of a mile. Mrs. Carbuncle, among others, was there, 
and had heard of Lucinda's mishap. She said a word 
to Lord George in anger, and Lord George answered 
her. "We were over the river before it happened, 
and if we had given our eyes we couldn't have got to 
her. Don't you make a fool of yourself! " The last 
words were spoken in a whisper, but Lizzie's sharp 
ears caught them. 

" I was obliged to do what I was told," said Lizzie 
apologetically- 

" It will be all right, dear Lady Eustace. Sir 
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Griffin 18 with her. I am so glad you are going so 
weU/' 

They were off again now, and the stupid fox abso- 
lutely went back across the river. But, whether on 
one side or on the other, his struggle for life was 
now in vain. Two years of happy, free existence 
amidst the wilds of Craigattan had been allowed him. 
Twice previously had he been " found," and the kindly 
storm or not less beneficent brightness of the sun had 
enabled him to baffle his pursuers. Kow there had 
come one glorious day, and the common lot of mortals 
must be his. A little spurt there was, back towards 
his own home, — just enough to give something of 
selectness to the few who saw him fall, — and then he 
fell. Among the few were Frank, and Lord George, 
and our Lizzie. Morgan was there, of course, and 
one of his whips. Of Ayrshire folk, perhaps five or 
six, and among them our friend, Carstairs. They had 
run him down close to the outbuildings of a farmyard, 
and they broke him up in the home paddock. 

" What do you think of hunting ? " said Frank to 
his cousin. 

"It's divine!" 

" My cousin went pretty well, I think," he said to 
Lord George. 

"Like a celestial bird of Paradise. No one ever 
went better ; — or I believe so well. You've been 
carried rather nicely yourself." 

" Indeed I have," said Frank, patting his still pal- 
pitating horse, " and he's not to say tired now." 
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" You've taken it pretty well out of him, sir," said 
Carstairs. " There was a little bit of a hill that told 
when we got over the brook. I know'd you'd find 
he'd jump a bit." 

"I wonder whether he's to be bought?" asked 
Fj'ank in his enthusiasm. 

"I don't know the horse that isn't," said Mr. 
Carstairs, — " so long as you don't stand at the figure.'* 

They were collected on the farm road, and now, 
as they were speaking, there was a commotion among 
the horses. A man, driving a little buggy, was forcing 
his way along the road, and there was a sound of 
voices, as though the man in the buggy were angry. 
And he was very angry. Frank, who was on foot by 
his horse's head, could see that the man was dressed 
for hunting, with a bright red coat and a flat hat, and 
that he was driving the pony with a hunting-whip. 
The man was talking as he approached, but what he 
said did not much matter to Frank. It did not much 
matter to Frank till his new friend, Mr. Carstairs, 
whispered a word in his ear. " It's Nappie, by gum ! " 
Then there crept across Frank's mind an idea that 
there might be trouble coming. 

" There he is," said Nappie, bringing his pony to a 
dead stop with a chuck, and jumping out of the buggy. 
" I say — you, sir ; you've stole my 'orse ! " Frank 
said not a word, but stood his ground with his hand 
on the nag's bridle. " You've stole my 'orse ; you've 
stole him off the rail. And you've been a-riding 
him all day. Yes, you 'ave. Did ever anybody see 
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the like of this P Why, the poor beast can't a'most 
stand ! " 

'* I got him from Mr. MacFarlane." 

" MacFarlane be blowed ! You didn't do nothing 
of the kind. You stole him off the rail at Stewarton. 
Yes, you did; — and him booked to Kilmarnock. 
"Where's a police P Who's to stand the like o' this ? I 
say, my lord, — just look at this." A crowd had now 
been formed round poor Frank, and the master had 
come up. Mr. Nappie was a Huddersfield man, who 
had come to Glasgow in the course of the last winter, 
and whose popularity in the hunting-field was not as 
yet quite so great as it perhaps might have been. 

*' There's been a mistake, I suppose," said the master. 

" Mistake, my lord I Take a man's 'orse off the rail 
at Stewarton, and him booked to £ilmamock, and ride 
him to a standstill ! It's no mistake at all. It's 'orse- 
nobbling ; that's what it is. Is there any police here, 
sirP" This he said, turning round to a farmer. 
The farmer didn't deign any reply. " Perhaps you'll 
tell me your name, sir P if you've got a name. No 
gen'leman ever took a gen'leman's 'orse off the rail like 
that." 

" Oh, Frank, do come away," said Lizzie, who was 
standing by. 

'* We shall be all right in two minutes," said Frank. 

" No, we shan't," said Mr. Nappie, — " nor yet in 
two hours. I've asked what's your name P " 

" My name is — Greystock." 

" Greystockings," said Mr. Nappie more angrily 
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than ever. " I don't believe in no such name. Where 
do you live?" Then somebody whispered a word to 
him. " Member of Parliament, — is he ? I don't care 

a A member of Parliament isn't to steal my 

'orse off the rail, and him booked to Kilmarnock. 
Now, my lord, what'd you do if you was served like 
that ?" This was another appeal to the noble master. 

" I should express a hope that my horse had carried 
the gentleman as he liked to be carried," said the 
master. 

" And he has, — carried me remarkably well," said 
Frank : — whereupon there was a loud laugh among the 
crowd. 

"I wish he'd broken the infernal neck of you, 
you scoundrel, you,- — that's what I do ! " said Mr. 
BTappie. " There was my man, and my 'orse, and 
myself all booked from Glasgow to Kilmarnock ; and 
when I got there what did the guard say to me ? — 
why, just that a man in a black coat had taken my 
horse off at Stewarton ; and now I've been driving all 
about the country in that gig there for three hours ! " 
When Mr. Nappie had got so far as this in his ex- 
planation he was almost in tears. "I'll make 'im 
pay, that I will. Take your hand off my horse's 
bridle, sir. Is there any gentleman here as would 
like to give two hundred and eighty guineas for a 
horse, and then have him rid to a standstill by a fellow 
like that down from London. If you're in Parlia- 
ment, why don't you stick to Parliament P I don't 
suppose he's worth fifty pound this moment." 
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Frank had all the while been endeavouring to explain 
the accident; how he had ordered a horse from Mr. 
MacFarlane, and the rest of it, — as the reader will 
understand; but quite in vain. Mr. Nappio in his 
wrath would not hear a word. But now that he spoke 
about money, Frank thought that he saw an opening. 
" Mr. Nappie," he said, " I'll buy the horse [for the 
price you gave for him.'* 

"I'll see you ; extremely well first," said 

Mr. Nappie. 

The horse had now been surrendered to Mr. Nappie, 
and Frank suggested that he might as well return 
to Kilmarnock in the gig, and pay for the hire of it. 
But Mr. Nappie would not allow him to set a foot 
upon the gig. "It's my gig for the day," said he, 
" and you don't touch it. You shall foot it all the way 
back to Kilmarnock, Mr. Greystockings." But j^Mr. 
Nappie, in making this threat, forgot that there were 
gentlemen there with second horses. Frank was soon 
mounted on one belonging to Lord George, and Lord 
George's servant, at the corner of the farmyard, got 
into the buggy, and was driven back to Kilmarnock 
by the man who had accompanied poor Mr. Nappie in 
their morning's hunt on wheels after the hounds. 

" Upon my word, I was very sorry," said Frank as 
he rode back with his friends to Kilmarnock ; " and 
when I first really understood what had happened, I 
would have done anything. But what could I say? 
It was impossible not to laugh, he was so unreason- 
able." 
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"I should have put my whip over his shoulder," 
said a stout farmer, meaning to be civil to Frank 
Greystock. 

" Not after using it so often over his horse," said 
Lord George. 

" I never had to touch him once," said Frank. 

"And are you to have it all for nothing?" asked 
the thoughtful Lizzie. 

"He'll send a bill in, you'll find," said a bystander. 

"Not he," said Lord George. "His grievance is 
worth more to him than his money." 

No bill did come to Frank, and he got his mount 
for nothing. When Mr. MacFarlane was applied to, 
he declared that no letter ordering a horse had been 
delivered in his establishment. From that day to 
this Mr. Nappie's grey horse has had a great character 
in Ayrshire; but all the world there says that its 
owner never rides him as Frank Greystock rode him 
that day. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

SIR GRIFFIN TAKES AN UNFAIR ADVANTAGE. 

"We must return to the unfortunate Lucinda, whom 
we last saw struggling with her steed in the black 
waters of the brook which she attempted to jump. A 
couple of men were soon in after her, and she was 
rescued and brought back to the side from which she 
had taken off without any great difficulty. She was 
neither hurt nor frightened, but she was wet through ; 
and for a while she was very unhappy, because it was 
not found quite easy to extricate her horse. During 
the ten minutes of her agony, while the poor brute 
was floundering in the mud, she had been quite dis- 
regardful of herself, a&d had almost seemed to think 
that Sir Griffin, who was with her, should go into the 
water after her steed. But there were already two 
men in the water, and three on the bank, and Sir 
Griffin thought that duty required him to stay by the 
young lady's side. "I don't care a bit about my- 
self," said Lucinda, " but if anything can be done for 
poor Warrior I " Sir Griffin assured her that " poor 
Warrior " was receiving the very best attention ; and 
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then he pressed upon her the dangerous condition in 
which she herself was standing, — quite wet through, 
covered, as to her feet and legs, with mud, growing 
colder and colder every minute. She touched her lips 
with a little brandy that somebody gave her, and then 
declared again that she cared for nothing but poor 
Warrior. At last poor Warrior was on his legs, with 
the water dripping from his black flanks, with his nose 
stained with mud, with one of his legs a little cut, — 
and, alas! with the saddle wet through. Neverthe- 
less, there was nothing to be done better than to ride 
into Kilmarnock. The whole party must return to 
Kilmarnock, and, perhaps, if they hurried, she might 
be able to get her clothes dry before they would start 
by the train. Sir Griffin, of course, accompanied her, 
and they two rode into the town alone. Mrs. Carbuncle 
did hear of the accident soon after the occurrence, but 
had not seen her niece; nor when she heard of it, 
could she have joined Lucinda. 

If anything would make a girl talk to a man, such 
a ducking as Lucinda had had would do so. Such 
sudden events, when they come in the shape of mis- 
fortune, or the reverse, generally have the effect of 
abolishing shyness for the time. Let a girl be upset 
with you in a railway train, and she will talk like 
a Rosalind, though before ; the accident she was as 
mute as death. But with Lucinda Roanoke the 
accustomed change did not seem to take place. When 
Sir Griffin had placed her on her saddle, she would 
have trotted all the way into Kilmarnock without a 
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word if he would have allowed her. But he, at least, 
understood that such a joint misfortune should create 
confidence, — for he, too, had lost the run, and he did 
not intend to lose his opportunity also. " I am so glad 
that I was near you," he said. 

'* Oh, thank you, yes ; it would have been bad to be 
alone/' 

"I mean that I am glad that it was I," said Sir 
Griffin. " It's very hard even to get a moment to speak 
to you." They were now trotting along on the road, 
and there were still three miles before them. 

** I don't know," said she. " I'm always with the 
other people." 

*'Just so." And then he paused. "But I want 
to find you when you're not with the other people. 
Perhaps, however, you don't like me." 

As he paused for a reply, she felt herself bound to 
say something. ** Oh, yes, I do," she said, — ** as well 
as anybody else." 

"And is that all?" 

"I suppose so." 

After that he rode on for the best part of another 
mile before he spoke to her again. He had made up 
his mind that he would do it. He hardly knew why 
it was that he wanted her. He had not determined 
that he was desirous of the charms or comfort of 
domestic life. He had not even thought where he 
would live were he married. He had not suggested 
to himself that Lucinda was a desirable companion^ 
that her temper would suit his, that her ways and his 
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were sympathetic, or that she would be a good mother 
to the future Sir Griffin Tewett. He had seen that 
she was a very handsome girl, and — therefore he had 
thought that he would like to possess her. Had she 
fallen like a ripe plum into his mouth, or shown her- 
self ready so to fall, he would probably have closed 
his lips and backed out of the affair. But the diffi- 
culty no doubt added something to the desire. "I 
had hoped," he said, " that after knowing each other 
so long there might have been more than that." 

She was again driven to speak because he paused. 
** I don't know that that makes much difference." 

" Miss Roanoke, you can't but understand what I 
mean." 

" I'm sure I don't," said she. 
" Then I'll speak plainer." 
"Not now. Sir Griffin, because I'm so wet." 
''You can listen to me even if you will not answer 
me. I am sure that you know that I love you better 
than all the world. "Will you be mine?" Then he 
moved on a little forward so that he might look back 
into her face. " Will you allow me to think of you as 
my future wife?" 

Miss Roanoke was able to ride at a stone wall or at 
a river, and to ride at either the second time when 
her horse balked the first. Her heart was big enough 
for that. But her heart was not big enough to enable 
her to give Sir Griffin an answer. Perhaps it was that, 
in regard to the river and the stone wall, she knew 
what she wanted ; but that, as to Sir Griffin, she did 
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not. " I don't think this is a proper time to ask," she 
said. 

"Why not?'' 

" Because I am wet through and cold. It is taking 
an unfair advantage." 

" I didn't mean to take any unfair advantage," said 
Sir Griffin scowling — " I thought we were alone " 

*'0h, Sir Griffin, I am so tired!" As they were 
now entering Kilmarnock, it was quite clear he could 
press her no further. They clattered up, therefore, to 
the hotel, and he busied himself in getting a bedroom 
fire lighted, and in obtaining the services of the land- 
lady. A cup of tea was ordered and. toast, and in 
two minutes Lucinda Roanoke was relieved from the 
presence of the baronet. **It's a kind of thing a 
feUow doesn't quite understand," said Griffin to him- 
self. "Of course she means [it, and why the devil 
can^t she say so?" Ho had no idea of giving up 
the chase, but he thought that perhaps he would take 
it out of her when she became Lady Tewett. 

They were an hour at the inn before Mrs. Carbuncle 
and Lady Eustace arrived, and during that hour Sir 
Griffin did not see Miss Roanoke. For this there was, 
of course, ample reason. Under the custody of the 
landlady. Miss Roanoke was being made dry and clean, 
and was by no means in a condition to receive a lover's 
vows. The baronet sent up half-a-dozen messages as 
he sauntered about the yard of the inn, but he got no 
message in return. Lucinda, as she sat drinking her 
tea and drying her clothes, did no doubt -think about 
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him, — but she thought about him as little as she could. 
Of course, he would come again, and she could make up 
her mind then. It was no doubt necessary that she 
should do something. Her fortune, such as it was, 
would soon be spent in the adventure of finding a 
husband. She also had her ideas about love, and had 
enough of sincerity about her to love a man thoroughly; 
but it had seemed to her that all the men who came 
near her were men whom she could not fail to dislike. 
She was hurried here and hurried there, and knew 
nothing of real social intimacies. As she told her aunt 
in her wickedness, she would almost have preferred a 
shoemaker, — if she could have become acquainted with 
a shoemaker in a manner that should be unforced and 
genuine. There was a savageness of antipathy in her 
to the mode of life which her circumstances had pro- 
duced for her. It was that very savageness which 
made her ride so hard, and which forbade her to smile 
and be pleasant to people whom she could not like. 
And yet she knew that something must be done. She 
could not afford to wait as other girls might do. Why 
not Sir Grifl^ as well as any other fool ? It may be 
doubted whether she knew how obstinate, how hard, 
how cruel to a woman a fool can be. 

Her stockings had been washed and dried, and her 
boots and trousers were nearly dry, when Mrs. Car- 
buncle, followed by Lizzie, rushed into the room. 
" Oh, my darling, how are you ? " said the aunt, 
seizing her niece in her arms. 

" I'm only dirty now," said Lucinda. 
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" We've got off the biggest of the muck, my lady/' 
said the landlady. 

*' Oh, Miss Roanoke," said Lizzie, " I hope you 
don't think I behaved badly in going on." 

"Everybody always goes on, of course," said Lucinda. 

" I did so pray Lord George to let me try and jump 
back to you. We were over, you know, before it hap- 
pened. But he said it was quite impossible. We did 
wait till we saw you were out." 

"It didn't signify at all. Lady Eustace." 

" And I was so sorry when I went through the wall 
at the comer of the wood before you. But I was so 
excited I hardly knew what I was doing." Lucinda, 
who was quite used to these affairs in the hunting- ^ 

field, simply nodded her acceptance of this apology. 
" But it was a glorious run ; wasn't it P " 

" Pretty well," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Oh, it was glorious, — but then I got over the river. 
And, oh, if you had been there afterwards. There was 
such an adventure between a man in a gig and my 
cousin Frank." Then they all went to the train, and 
were carried home to Portray. 



CHAPTER XL. 



YOU ARE NOT ANGRY? 



On their journey back to Portray, the ladies were 
almost too tired for talking ; and Sir Griffin was sulky. 
Sir Griffin had as yet heard nothing about Greystock's 
adventure, and did not care to be told. But when 
once they were at the castle, and had taken warm 
baths, and glasses of sherry, and got themselves dressed 
and had come down to dinner, they were all very 
happy. To Lizzie it had certainly been the most 
triumphant day of her life. Her marriage with Sir 
Florian had been triumphant, but that was only a step 
to something good that was to come after. She then 
had at her own disposal her little wits and her pretti- 
ness, and a world before her in which, as it seemed to 
her, there was a deal of pleasure if she could only 
reach it. Up to this period of her career she had 
hardly reached any pleasure ; but this day had been 
very pleasant. Lord George de Bruce Carruthers had 
in truth been her Corsair, and she had found the thing 
which she liked to do, and would soon know how to 
do. How glorious it was to jump over that black, 
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yawning stream, and then to see Lucinda fall into it ! 
And she could remember every jump, and her feeling 
of ecstasy as she landed on the right side. And she 
had by heart every kind word that Lord George had 
said to her, — and she loved the sweet, pleasant, 
Corsair-liko intimacy that had sprung up between 
them. She wondered whether Frank was at all jealous. 
It wouldn't bo amiss that he should be a little jealous. 
And then somebody had brought homo in his pocket 
the fox's brush which the master of the hounds had 
told the huntsman to give her. It was all delightful ; 
— and so much more delightful because Mrs. Carbuncle 
had not gone quite so well as she liked to go, and 
because Lucinda had fallen into the water. 

They did not dine till past eight, and the ladies and 
gentlemen all left the room together. Coffee and 
liqueurs were to be brought into the drawing-room, 
and they were all to bo intimate, comfortable, and at 
their ease ; — all except Sir Griffin Tewett, who was 
still very sullcy. ** Did he say anything ? " Mrs. 
Carbuncle had asked. " Yes." *' Well." "He pro- 
posed ; but of course I could not answer him when I 
was wet through." There had been but a moment, and 
in that moment this was all that Lucinda would say. 

"Now I don't mean to stir again/' said Lizzie, 
throwing herself into a comer of a sofa, " till somebody 
carries me to bed. I never was so tired in all my 
life." She was tired, but there is a fatigue which is 
delightful as long as all the surroundings are pleasant 
and comfortable. 
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" I didn't call it a very hard day," said Mrs. Car- 
buncle. 

"You only killed one fox," said Mr. Emilias, pre- 
tending a delightfully clerical ignorance, "and on 
Monday you killed four. Why should you be tired ? " 

" I suppose it was nearly twenty miles," said Frank, 
who was also ignorant. 

" About ten, perhaps," said Lord George. " It was 
an hour and forty minutes, and there was a good bit of 
slow hunting after we had come back over the river." 

" I'm sure it was thirty," said Lizzie, forgetting her 
fatigue in her energy. 

" Ten is always better than twenty," said Lord 
George, " and five generally better than ten." 

"It was just whatever is best," said Lizzie. "I 
know Frank's friend, Mr. Nappie, said it was twenty. 
By-the-bye, Frank, oughtn't we to have asked Mr. 
Nappie home to dinner ? " 

" I thought so," said Frank ; " but I couldn't take 
the liberty myself." 

" I really think poor Mr. Nappie was very badly 
used," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Of course he was,'* said Lord George ; — " no man 
ever worse since hunting was invented. He was entitled 
to a dozen dinners, and no end of patronage ; but you 
see he took it out in calling your cousin Mr. Grey- 
stockings." 

" I felt that blow," said Frank. 

" I shall always call you Cousin Grey stockings," said 
Lizzie. * 
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" It was hard," continued Lord George, " and I 
understood it all so well when he got into a mess in his 
wrath about booking the horse to Kilmarnock. If the 
horse had been on the roadside, he or his men could 
have protected him. He is put under the protection of 
a whole railway company, and the company gives him 
up to the first fellow that comes and asks for him." 

"It was cruel," said Frank. 

" If it had happened to me, I should have been very 
angry," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" But Frank wouldn't have had a horse at all," said 
Lizzie, " unless he had taken Mr. Nappio's." 

Lord George still continued his plea for Mr. Nappie. 
*' There's something in that, certainly ; but, still, I 
agree with Mrs. Carbuncle. If it had happened to me, 
I should, — just have committed murder and suicide. 
I can't conceive anything so terrible. It's all very 
well for your noble master to talk of being civil, and 
hoping that the horse had carried him well, and all 
that. There are circumstances in which a man can't 
be civil. And then everybody laughed at him ! It's 
the way of the world. The lower you fall, the more 
you're kicked." 

" "What can I do for him P " asked Frank. 

"Put him down at your club, and order thirty 
dozen of grey shirtings from Nappio and Co., without 
naming the price." 

" He'd send you grey stockings instead,'^ said Lizzie. 

But though Lizzie was in heaven, it behoved her to 

be careful. The Corsair was a very fine specimen of 



You are not angry ? 185 

the Corsair breed; — about the best Corsair she had 
ever seen, and had been devoted to her for the day. 
But these Corsairs are known to be dangerous, and it 
would not be wise that she should sacrifice any future 
prospects of importance on behalf of a feeling, which, 
no doubt, was founded on poetry, but which might too 
probably have no possible beneficial result. As far as 
she knew, the Corsair had not even an island of his 
own in the -^gean Sea. And, if he had, might not 
the island • too probably have a Medora or two of its 
own P In a ride across the country the Corsair was all 
that a Corsair should be ; but knowing, as she did, but 
very little of the Corsair, she could not afford to throw 
over her cousin for his sake. As she was leaving the 
drawing-room, she managed to say one word to her 
cousin. " You were not angry with me because I got 
Lord George to ride with me instead of you ? " 

" Angry with you ?" 

" I knew I should only be a hindrance to you." 

" It was a matter of course. He knows all about it, 
and I know nothing. I am very glad that you liked it 
so much." 

" I did like it ; — and so did you. I was so glad you 
got that poor man's horse. You were not angry then P" 
They had now passed across the hall, and were on the 
bottom stair. 

" Certainly not." 

" And you are not angry for what happened before P" 
She did not look into his face as she asked this ques- 
tion, but stood with her eyes fixed on the stair-carpet. 
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" Indeed no." 

'' Good night, Frank." 

*'Good night, Lizzie." Then she went, and he 
returned to a room below which had been prepared for 
purposes of tobacco and soda-water and brandy. 

" Why, Griff, you're rather out of sorts to-night," 
said Lord George to his friend, before Frank had joined 
them. 

" So would you be out of sorts if you'd lost your run 
and had to pick a young woman out of the water. I 
don't like young women when they're damp and smell 
of mud." 

'* You mean to marry her, I suppose P" 

" How would you like me to ask you questions ? Do 
you mean to marry the widow P And, if you do, what 
will Mrs. Carbuncle say ? And if you don't, what do 
you mean to do ; and all the rest of it ?" 

" As for marrying the widow, I should like to know 
the facts first. As to Mrs. C, she wouldn't object in 
the least. I generally have my horses so bitted that 
they can't very well object. And as to the other 
question, I mean to stay here for the next fortnight, 
and I advise you to make it square with Miss Roanoke. 
Here's my lady's cousin ; for a man who doesn't ride 
often, he went very well to-day." 

"I wonder if he'd take a twenty-pound note if I 
sent it to him," said Frank, when they broke up for 
the night. " I don't like the idea of riding such a 
fellow's horse for nothing." 
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" He'll bring an action against the railway, and then 
you can offer to pay if you like.'' Mr. Nappie did 
bring an action against the railway, claiming exorbitant 
damages ; — ^but with what result, we need not trouble 
ourselves to inquire. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

"likewise the beaks in cx)uples agree/' 

Frank Greystock stayed till the following Monday at 
Portray, but could not be induced to hunt on the 
Saturday, — on which day the other sporting men and 
\70men went to the meet. He could not, he said, trust 
to that traitor MacFarlane, and he feared that his 
friend Mr. Nappie would not give him another mount 
on the grey horse. Lizzie offered him one of her two 
darlings, — an offer which he, of course, refused ; and 
Lord George also proposed to put him up. But Frank 
averred that he had ridden his hunt for that season, 
and would not jeopardise the laurels he had gained. 
** And, moreover," said he, " I should not dare to meet 
Mr. Nappie in the field." So he remained at the castle 
and took a walk with Mr. Emilius. Mr. Emilius asked 
a good many questions about Portray, and exhibited 
the warmest sympathy with Lizzie's widowed condition. 
He called her a " sweet, gay, unsophisticated, light- 
hearted young thing." " She is very young," replied 
her cousin. " Yes," he continued, in answer to further 
questions; "Portray is certainly very nice. I don't 
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know what the income is. "Well ; yes. I should think 
it is oyer a thousand. Eight ! No, I never heard it 
said that it was as much as that." When Mr. Emilius 
put it down in his mind as five, he was not void of 
acuteness, as very little information had been given to 
him. 

There was a joke throughout the castle that Mr, 
Emilius had fallen in love with Miss Macnulty. They 
had been a great deal together on those hunting days ; 
and Miss Macnulty was unusually enthusiastic in praise 
of his manner and conversation. To her, also, had 
been addressed questions as to Portray and its income, 
all of which she had answered to the best of her ability ; 
— ^not intending to betray any secret, for she had no 
secret to betray; but giving ordinary information on 
that commonest of all subjects, our friends' incomes. 
Then there had risen a question whether there was 
a vacancy for such promotion to Miss Macnulty. Mrs. 
Carbuncle had certainly heard that there was a Mrs. 
Emilius. Lucinda was sure that there was not, — an 
assurance which might have been derived from a cer- 
tain eagerness in the reverend gentleman's demeanour 
to herself on a former occasion. To Lizzie, who at 
present was very good-natured, the idea of Miss 
Macnulty having a lover, whether he were a married 
man or not, was very delightful. " I'm sure I don't 
know what you mean," said Miss Macnulty. " I don't 
suppose Mr. Emilius had any idea of the kind.'' Upon 
the whole, however, Miss Macnulty liked it. 

On the Saturday nothing especial happened. Mr. 
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Nappie was out on his grey horse, and condescended to 
a little conversation with Lord George. He wouldn't 
have minded, he said, if Mr. Greystock had come for- 
ward; but he did think Mr. Greystock hadn't come 
forward as he ought to have done. Lord George pro- 
fessed that ho had observed the same thing ; but then, 
as he whispered into Mr. Nappie's ear, Mr. Greystock 
was particularly known as a bashful man. " Ho 
didn't ride my 'orse anyway bashful," said Mr. Nap- 
pie ; all of which was told at dinner in the evening, 
amidst a great deal of laughter. There had been no- 
thing special in the way of sport, and Lizzie's en- 
thusiasm for hunting, though still high, had gone 
down a few degrees below fever heat. Lord George 
had again coached her ; but there had been no great 
need for coaching, no losing of her breath, no cutting 
down of Lucinda, no river, no big wall, — nothing, in 
short, very fast. They had been much in a big wood ; 
but Lizzie, in giving an account of the day to her 
cousin, had acknowledged that she had not quite un- 
derstood what they were doing at any time. " It was 
a blowing of horns, and a galloping up and down all 
the day," she said ; *' and then Morgan got cross again 
and scolded all the people. But there was one nice 
paling, and Dandy flew over it beautifully. Two men 
tumbled down, and one of them was a good deal hurt. 
It was very jolly ; — but not at all like "Wednesday." 

Nor had it been like Wednesday to Lucinda Roanoke, 
who did not fall into the water, and who did accept Sir 
Griffin when he again proposed to her in Sarkie wood. 



" Likewise the Bears in couples agreed 191 

A great deal had been said to Lucinda on the Thursday 
and the Friday by Mrs. Carbuncle, — which had not 
been taken at all in good part by Lucinda. On those 
days Lucinda kept as much as she could out of Sir 
Griffin's way, and almost snapped at the baronet when 
he spoke to her. Sir Griffin swore to himself that he 
wasn't going to be treated that way. He'd have her, 
by George ! There are men in whose love a good 
deal of hatred is mixed ; — who love as the huntsman 
loves the fox, towards the killing of which he intends 
to use all his energies and intellects. Mrs. Carbuncle, 
who did not quite understand the sort of persistency 
by which a Sir Griffin can be possessed, feared greatly 
that Lucinda was about to lose her prize, and spoke out 
accordingly. " "Will you, then, just have the kindness 
to tell me what it is you propose to yourself?" asked 
Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" I don't propose anything." 

"And where will you go when your money's done ?" 

"Just where I am going now," said Lucinda. By 
which it may be feared that she indicated a place to 
which she should not on such an occasion have made 
an allusion. 

"You don't like anybody else?" suggested Mrs. 
Carbuncle. 

I don't like anybody or anything," said Lucinda. 
Yes you do ; — ^you like horses to ride, and dresses 
to wear." 

"No I don't. I like hunting because, perhaps, 
some day I may break my neck. It's no use your 
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looking like that, Aunt Jane. I know what it all 
means. If I could break my neck it would be the best 
thing for me/' 

" You'll break my heart, Lucinda." 

" Mine's broken long ago." 

" If you'll accept Sir GriflSn, and just get a homo 
round yourself, you'll find that everything will bo 
happy. It all comes from the dreadful uncertainty. 
Do you think I have suffered nothing P Carbuncle is 
always threatening that he'll go back to New York, 
and as for Lord George, he treats me that way I'm 
sometimes afraid to show my face." 

" Why should you care for Lord George P" 

" It's all very well to say, why should I care for 
him. I don't care for him, only one doesn't want to 
quarrel with one's friends. Carbuncle says he owes 
him money." 

" I don't believe it," said Lucinda. 

" And he says Carbuncle owes him money." 

" I do bslieve that," said Lucinda.- 

"Between it all, I don't know which way to be 
turning. And now, when there's this great opening 
for you, you won't know your own mind." 

" I know my mind well enough." 

" I tell you you'll never have such another chance. 
Good looks isn't everything. You've never a word to 
say to anybody ; and when a man does come near you, 
you're as savage and cross as a bear." 

" Go on. Aunt Jane." 

" What with your hatings and dislikings, one would 
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suppose you didn't think God Almighty made men at 
aU." 

"He made some of 'em very bad," said Lucinda. 
" As for some others, they're only half made. What 
can Sir GriflSn do, do you suppose P " 

" He's a gentleman." 

" Then if I were a man, I should wish not to be a 
gentleman ; that's all. I'd a deal sooner marry a man 
like that huntsman, who has something to do and 
knows how to do it." Again she said, "Don't worry 
any more. Aunt Jane. It doesn't do any good. It 
seems to me that to make myself Sir Griffin's wife 
would be impossible ; but I'm sure your talking won't 
do it." Then her aunt left her, and, having met Lord 
George, at his bidding went and made civil speeches 
to Lizzie Eustace. 

That was on the Friday afternoon. On the Saturday 
afternoon Sir Griffin, biding his time, found himself, 
in a ride with Lucinda, sufficiently far from other 
horsemen for his purpose. He wasn't going to stand 
any more nonsense. He was entitled to an answer, 
and he knew that he was entitled, by his rank and 
position, to a favourable answer. Here was a girl who, 
as far as he knew, was without a shilling, of whose 
birth and parentage nobody knew anything, who had 
nothing but her beauty to recommend her, — nothing 
but that and a certain capacity for carrying herself in 
the world as he thought ladies should carry themselves, 
— and she was to give herself airs with him, and ex- 
pect him to propose to her half a dozen times ! By 

VOL. II. o 
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George ! — ^he had a very good mind to go away and 
let her find out her mistake. And he would have done 
so, — only that he was a man who always liked to have 
aU that he wanted. It was intolerable to him that 
anybody should refuse him anything. " Miss Roanoke," 
he said ; and then he paused. 

" Sir Griffin," said Lucinda, bowing her head. 

" Perhaps you will condescend to remember what I 
had the honour of saying to you as we rode into Kil- 
marnock last Wednesday." 

" I had just been dragged out of a river. Sir Griffin, 
and I don't think any girl ought to be asked to re- 
member what was said to her in that condition." 

" If I say it again now, will you remember ? " 

" I cannot promise. Sir Griffin." 

" Will you give me an answer ? " 

" That must depend." 

" Come ; — I will have an answer. When a man 
tells a lady that he admires her, and asks her to bo 
his wife, he has a right to an answer. Don't you 
think that in such circumstances a man has a right to 
expect an answer ? " 

Lucinda hesitated for a moment, and he was be- 
ginning again to remonstrate impatiently, when she 
altered her tone, and replied to him seriously. "In 
such circumstances a gentleman has a right to expect 



an answer." 



ti 



Then give me one. I admire you above all the 
world, and I ask you to be my wife. I'm quite in 
earnest." 
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"I know that you are in earnest, Sir Griffin. I 
would do neither you nor myself the wrong of sup- 
posing that it could be otherwise." 

" Very well then. Will you accept the offer that I 
make you ? '* 

Again she paused. " You have a right to an answer, 
— of course; but it may be so difficult to give it. It 
seems to me that you have hardly realised how serious 
a question it is." 

" Haven't I though. By George, it is serious ! " 

"Will it not be better for you to think it over 
again ? " 

He now hesitated for a moment. Perhaps it might 
be better. Should she take him at his word there 
would be no going back from it. But Lord George 
knew that he had proposed before. Lord George had 
learned this from Mrs. Carbimcle, and had shown that 
he knew it. And then, too, — ^he had made up his 
mind about it. He wanted her, and he meant to have 
her. " It requires no more thinking with me, Lucinda. 
I'm not a man who does things without thinking ; and 
when I have thought I don't want to think again. 
There's my hand ; — will you have it ? " 

" I will," said Lucinda, putting her hand into his. 
He no sooner felt her assurance than his mind misgave 
him that he had been precipitate, that he had been 
rash, and that she had taken advantage of him. After 
all, how many things are there in the world more pre- 
cious than a handsome girl. And she had never told 
him that she loved him. 
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" I suppose you love me P '* he asked. 

" H'sh ! — here they all are." The hand was with- 
drawn, but not before both Mrs. Carbuncle and Lady 
Eustace had seen it. 

Mrs. Carbuncle, in her great anxiety, bided her time, 
keeping close to her niece. Perhaps she felt that if 
the two were engaged, it might be well to keep the 
lovers separated for awhile, lest they should quarrel 
before the engagement should have been so confirmed 
by the authority of friends as to be beyond the power 
of easy annihilation. Lucinda rode quite demurely 
with the crowd. Sir Griffin remained near her, but 
without speaking. Lizzie whispered to Lord George 
that there had been a proposal. Mrs. Carbuncle sat in 
stately dignity on her horse, as though there were 
nothing which [at that moment especially engaged her 
attention. An hour almost had passed before she was 
able to ask the important question, "Well; — what 
have you said to him ? " 

" Oh ; — just what you would have me." 

" You have accepted him P *' 

" I suppose I was obliged. At any rate I did. You 
shall know one thing. Aunt Jane, at any rate, and I 
hope it will make you comfortable. I hate a good 
many people ; but of all the people in the world I 
hate Sir Griffin Tewett the worst.'' 

" Nonsense, Lucinda.'* 

" It shall be nonsense, if you please ; but it's true. 
I shall have to lie to him, — but there shall be no lying 
to you, however much you may wish it. I hate him ! " 



*' Likewise the Bears in couples _ agreed igy- 

This was very grim, but Mrs. Carbuncle quite un- 
derstood that to persons situated in great difficulty 
things might be grim. A certain amoimt of grimness 
must be endured. And she knew, too, that Lucinda 
was not a girl to be driven without showing some- 
thing of an intractable spirit in harness. Mrs. Car- 
buncle had undertaken the driving of Lucinda, and 
had been not altogether imsuccessful. The thing so 
necessary to be done was now effected. Her niece was 
engaged to a man with a title, to a man reported to 
have a fortune, to a man of family, and a man of the 
world. Now that the engagement was made the girl 
could not go back from it, and it was for Mrs. Car- 
buncle to see that neither should Sir Griffin go back. 
Her first steps must be taken at once. The engagement 
should be made known to all the party, and should be 
recognised by some word spoken between herself and 
the lover. The word between herself and the lover 
must be the first thing. She herself, personally, was 
not very fond of Sir Griffin ; but on such an occasion 
as this she could smile and endure the bear. Sir Griffin 
was a bear, — and so also was Lucinda. " The rabbits 
and hares All go in pairs ; And likewise the bears In 
couples agree.'* Mrs. Carbuncle consoled herself with 
the song, and assured herself that it would all come 
right. No doubt the she-bears were not as civil to the 
he-bears as the turtle doves are to each other. It was, 
perhaps, her misfortune that her niece was not a turtle 
dove ; but, such as she was, the best had been done for 
her. " Dear Sir Griffin," she said on the first available 
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opportunity, not caring much for the crowd, and almost 
desirous that her very words should be overheard, " my 
darling girl has made me so happy by what she has 
told me." 

" She hasn't lost any time," said Sir Griffin. 
" Of course she would lose no time. She is the same 
to me as a daughter. I have no child of my own, and 
she is everything to me. May I tell you that you are 
the luckiest man in Europe P " 

" It isn't every girl that would suit me, Mrs. Car- 
buncle." 

" I am sure of that. I have noticed how particular 
you are. I won't say a word of Lucinda's beauty. 
Men are better judges of that than women ; but for 
high, chivalrous spirit, for true principle and nobility, 
and what I call downright worth, I don't think you will 
easily find her superior. And she is as true as steel." 
" And about as hard, I was beginning to think." 
" A girl like that, Sir Griffin, does not give herself 
away easily. You will not like her the less for that 
now that you are the possessor. She is very young, 
and has known my wish that she should not engage 
herself to any one quite yet. But, as it is, I cannot 
regret anything." 

" I dare say not," said Sir Griffin. 
That the man was a bear was a matter of course, and 
bears probably do not themselves know how bearish 
they are. Sir Griffin, no doubt, was unaware of the 
extent of his own rudeness. And his rudeness mattered 
but little to Mrs. Carbuncle, so long as he acknowledged 
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the engagement. She had not expected a lover's rap- 
tures from the one more than from the other. And 
was there not enough in the engagement to satisfy her? 
She allowed, therefore, no cloud to cross her brow as 
she rode up alongside of Lord George. " Sir Griffin 
proposed, and she has accepted him,'' she said in a 
whisper. She was not now desirous that any one should 
hear her but he to whom she spoke. 

" Of course she has," said Lord George. 

"I don't know about that, George. Sometimes I 
thought she would, and sometimes that she wouldn't. 
You have never understood Lucinda." 

" I hope Griff will understand her,-^that's all. And 
now that the thing is settled, you'll not trouble me 
about it anv more. Their woes be on their own head. 
If they come to blows Lucinda will thrash him, I 
don't doubt. But while it's simply a matter of temper 
and words, she won't find Tewett so easy-going as he 
looks." 

" I believe they'll do very well together." 

" Perhaps they will. There's no saying who may do 
well together. You and Carbuncle get on k merveille. 
When is it to be?" 

" Of course nothing is settled yet." 

" Don't be too hard about settlements, or, maybe, he'll 
find a way of wriggling out. When a girl without a 
shilling asks very much, the world supports a man for 
breaking his engagement. Let her pretend to be in- 
different about it ; — that will be the way to keep him 
firm." 
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" What 18 his income, George P *' 

" I haven't an idea. There never was a closer man 
about money. I believe he must have the bulk of the 
Tewett property some day. He can't spend above a 
couple of thousand now." 

"He's not in debt, is he P" 

" He owes me a little money,-— twelve hundred or 
so, and I mean to have it. I suppose he is in debt, 
but not much, I think. He makes stupid bets, and 
the devil won't break him of it." 

"Lucinda has two or three thousand pounds, you 
know." 

" That's a flea-bite. Let her keep it. You're in for 
it now, and you'd better say nothing about money. 
He has a decent solicitor, and let him arrange about 
the settlements. And look here, Jane ; — get it done as 
soon as you can." 

"You'll help me?" 

" If you don't bother mo, I will." 

On their way home Mrs. Carbuncle was able to tell 
Lady Eustace. " You know what has occurred P" 

" Oh dear, yes," said Lizzie, laughing. 

"Has Lucinda told you?" 

" Do you think I've got no eyes ? Of course it was 
going to be. I knew that from the very moment Sir 
Griffin reached Portray. I am so glad that Portray 
has been useful." 

" Oh, so useful, dear Lady Eustace ! Not but what 
it must have come off anywhere, for there never was a 
man so much in love as Sir Griffin. The difficulty has 
been with Lucinda." 
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"She likes him, I suppose?'* 

" Oh yes, of course/' said Mrs. Carbuncle with energy. 

"Not that girls ever really care about men now. 
They've got to be married, and they make the best of 
it. She's very handsome, and I suppose he's pretty 
well off." 

" He will be very rich indeed. And they say he's 
such an excellent young man when you know him." 

" I dare say most 3/oung men are excellent, — ^when 
you come to know them. What does Lord George 
say?" 

"He's in raptures. He is very much attached to 
Lucinda, you know." And so that affair was managed. 
They hadn't been home a quarter of an hour before 
Frank Greystock was told. He asked Mrs. Carbuncle 
about the sport, and then she whispered to him, " An 
engagement has been made." 

"Sir Griffin P" suggested Frank. Mrs. Carbuncle 
smiled and nodded her head. It was well that "every- 
body should know it. 



CHAPTER XLH. 

SUNDAY MORNING. 

"So, miss, you've took him?" said the joint abigail 
of the Carboncle establishment that evening to the 
younger of her two mistresses. Mrs. Carbuncle had 
resolved that the thing should be quite public. " Just 
remember this/' replied Lucinda, "I don't want to 
have a word said to me on the subject." " Only just 
to wish you joy, miss." Lucinda turned round with a 
flash of anger at the girl. " I don't want your wishing. 
That'll do. I can manage by myself. I won't have 
you come near me if you can't hold your tongue when 
you're told." " I can hold my tongue as well as any- 
body," said the abigail with a toss of her head. 

This happened after the party had separated for the 
evening. At dinner Sir Griffin had, of course, given 
Lucinda his arm; but so he had always done since 
they had been at Portray. Lucinda hardly opened her 
mouth at table, and had retreated to bed with a head- 
ache when the men, who on that day lingered a few 
minutes after the ladies, went into the drawing-room. 
This Sir Griffin felt to be almost an aflSront, as there 
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was a certain process of farewell for the night which 
he had anticipated. If she was going to treat him like 
that, he would cut up rough, and she should know it. 
" Well, Griff, so it's all settled," said Lord George in 
the smoking-room. Frank Greystock was there, and 
Sir Griffin did not like it. 

"What do you mean by settled? I don't know 
that anything is settled." 

"I thought it was. Weren't you told soP" — and 
Lord George turned to Greystock. 

" I thought I heard a hint," said Frank. 

" I'm if I ever knew such people in my life I " 

said Sir Griffin. "They don't seem to have an idea 
that a man's own affairs may be private." 

" Such an affair as that never is private," said Lord 
George. " The women take care of that. You don't 
suppose they're going to run down their game, and let 
nobody know it." 

" If they take me for game " 

" Of course you're game. Every man's game. Only 
some men are such bad game that they ain't worth 
following. Take it easy, Ghiff ; you're caught." 

"No; I ain't" 

" And enjoy the satisfaction of knowing that fhe'f 
about the handsomest girl out. As for me, I'd sooner 
have the widow. I beg your pardon^ Mr. Grcyutoct" 
Frank merely bowed. ** Simply, I mean, because fhe 
rides about two stone lighter. It'll cost yo>a sometkiiig 
to mount Lady Tewett." 

" I don't mean that she shall himt/' said Sir Griffin. 
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It will be seen, therefore^ that the baronet made no real 
attempt to deny his engagement. 

On the following day, which was a Sunday, Sir 
Griffin having ascertained that Miss Eoanoko did not 
intend to go to church, stayed at home also. Mr. 
Emilius had been engaged to preach at the nearest 
episcopal place of worship, and the remainder of the 
party all went to hear him. Lizzie was very particular 
about her Bible and Prayer-book, and Miss Macnulty 
wore a brighter ribbon on her bonnet than she had 
ever been known to carry before. Lucinda, when she 
had heard of the arrangement, had protested to her 
aunt that she would not go down-stairs till they had 
all returned ; but Mrs. Carbuncle, fearing the anger of 
Sir Griffin, doubting whether, in his anger, he might 
not escape them altogether, said a word or two which 
even Lucinda found to be rational. "As you have ac- 
cepted him, you shouldn't avoid him, my dear. That 
is only making things worse for the future. And then 
it's cowardly, is it not?" No word that could have 
been spoken was more likely to be efficacious. At any 
rate, she would not be cowardly. 

As soon then as the wheels of the carriage were no 
longer heard grating upon the road, Lucinda, who had 
been very careful in her dress, — so careful as to avoid 
all appearance of care, — ^with slow majestic step de- 
scended to a drawing-room which they were accus- 
tomed to use on mornings. It was probable that Sir 
Griffin was smoking somewhere about the grounds^ 
but it could not be her duty to go after him out of 
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doors. She would remain there, and, if he chose, he 
might come to her. There could be no ground of com- 
plaint on his side if she allowed herself to be found in 
one of the ordinary sitting-rooms of the house. In 
about half an hour he sauntered upon the terrace, 
and flattened his nose against the window. She bowed 
and smiled to him, — ^hating herself for smiling. It 
was perhaps the first time that she had endeavoured 
to put on a pleasant face wherewithal to greet him. 
He said nothing then, but passed round the house, 
threw away the end of his cigar, and entered the 
room. Whatever happened, she would not be a coward. 
The thing had to be done. Seeing that she had 
accepted him on the previous day, had not run away 
in the night or taken poison, and had come down to 
undergo the interview, she would undergo it at least 
with courage. What did it matter, even though he 
should embrace her? It was her lot to undergo 
misery, and as she had not chosen to take poison, the 
misery must be endured. She rose as he entered 
and gave him her hand. She had thought what she 
would do, and Was collected and dignified. He had 
not, and was very awkward. " So you haven't gone 
to church. Sir Griffin, — as you ought," she said, with 
another smile. 

" Come ; I've gone as much as you.'* 

"But I had a headache. You stayed away to smoke 
cigars.*' 

" I stayed to see you, my girl," A lover may call 
his lady-love his girl, and do so very prettily. He 
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msLj 80 use the word that she will like it, and be 
grateful in her heart for the sweetness of the sound. 
But Sir Griffin did not do it nicely. " I've got ever so 
much to say to you." 

" I won't flatter you by saying that I stayed to hear 
it." 

" But you did ; — didn't you now P " She shook her 
head ; but there was something almost of playfulness 
in her manner of doing it. " Ah, but I know you did. 
And why shouldn't you speak out, now that we are to 
be man and wife ? I like a girl to speak out. I sup- 
pose if I want to be with you, you want as much to 
be with me ; eh P " 

" I don't see that that follows." 

By , if it doesn't, I'll be off." 

You must please yourself about that, Sir Griffin." 
Come; do you love me? You have never said 
you loved me." Luckily perhaps for her he thought 
that the best assurance of love was a kiss. She did 
not revolt, or attempt to struggle with him ; but the 
hot blood flew over her entire face, and her lips were 
very cold to his, and she almost trembled in his grasp. 
Sir Griffin was not a man who could ever have been 
the adored of many women, but the instincts of his 
kind were strong enough within him to make him feel 
that she did not return his embrace with passion. 
He had found her to be very beautiful ; — ^but it seemed 
to him that she had never been so little beautiful as 
when thus pressed close to his bosom. "Come," he 
said, still holding her ; " you'll give me a kiss ? " 
*^I did do it/' she said. 
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"No; — ^nothing like it. Oh, if you won't, you 
know ^" 

On a sudden she made up her mind, and absolutely 
did kiss him. She would sooner have leaped at the 
blackest, darkest, dirtiest river in the county. " There," 
she said, "that will do," gently extricating herself from 
his arms. "Some girls are different, I know; but 
you must take me as I am. Sir Griffin ; — that is if you 
do take me." 

" Why can't you drop the Sir ? " 

" Oh yes ; — I can do that." 

" And you do love me ? " There was a pause, while 
she tried to swallow the lie. " Come ; — I'm not going 
to marry any girl who is ashamed to say that she loves 
me. I like a little flesh and blood. You do love 
me?" 

"Yes," she said. The lie was told; and for the 
moment he had to be satisfied. But in his heart he 
didn't believe her. It was all very well for her to 
say that she wasn't like other girls. Why shouldn't 
she be like other girls ? It might, no doubt, suit her 
to be made Lady Tewett ; — but he wouldn't make her 
Lady Tewett if she gave herself airs with him. She 
should lie on his breast and swear that she loved him 
beyond all the world; — or else she should never be 
Lady Tewett. Different from other girls indeed ! She 
should know that he was different from other men. 
Then he asked her to come and take a walk about 
the grounds. To that she made no objection. She 
would get her hat and be with him in a minute. 
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But she was absent more than ten minutes. When 
she was alone she stood before her glass looking at 
herself, and then she burst into tears. Never before 
had she been thus polluted. The embrace had dis- 
gusted her. It made her odious to herself. And if 
this, the beginning of it, wore so bad, how was she 
to drink the cup to the bitter dregs? Other girls, 
she knew, were fond of their lovers, — some so fond 
of them that all moments of absence were moments, if 
not of pain, at any rate of regret. To her, as she 
stood there ready to tear herself because of the vile- 
ness of her own condition, it now seemed as though 
no such love as that were possible to her. For the 
sake of this man who was to be her husband, she hated 
all men. Was not everything around her base, and 
mean, and sordid P She had understood thoroughly 
the quick divulgings of Mrs. Carbuncle's tidings, the 
workings of her aunt's anxious mind. The man, 
now that he had been caught, was not to be allowed to 
escape. But how great would be the boon if he would 
escape. How should she escape? And yet she knew 
that she meant to go on and bear it all. Perhaps by 
study and due practice she might become as were some 
others, — a beast of prey, and nothing more. The feel- 
ing that had made these few minutes so inexpressibly 
loathsome ' to her might, perhaps, be driven from her 
heart. She washed the tears from her eyes with savage 
energy, and descended to her lover with a veil fastened 
closely under her hat. " I hope I haven't kept you 
waiting," she said. 
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"Women always do," he replied, laughing. "It 
gives them importance." 

" It is not so with me, I can assure you. I will tell 
you the truth. I was agitated, — and I cried." 

"Oh, ay; I dare say." He rather liked the idea 
of having reduced the haughty Lucinda to tears. " But 
you needn't have been ashamed of my seeing it. As 
it is I can see nothing. You must take that ofif pre- 
sently." 

"Not now, GriflBn." Oh, what a name it was. It 
seemed to blister her tongue as she used it without the 
usual prefix. 

" I never saw you tied up in that way before. You 
don't do it out hunting. I've seen you when the snow 
has been driving in your face, and you didn't mind 
it, — not so much as I did." 

" You can't be surprised that I should be agitated 
now." 

" But you're happy ; — ain't you ? " 

" Yes," she said. The lie once told must of course 
be continued. 

" Upon my word I don't quite understand you," said 
Sir Griffin. " Look here, Lucinda, if you want to back 
out of it, you can, you know." 

" If you ask me again I will." This was said with 
the old savage voice, and it at once reduced Sir Griffin 
to thraldom. To be rejected now would be the death 
of him. And should there come a quarrel he was 
sure that it would seem to be that he had been rejected. 
VOL. 11. p 
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"I suppose it's all right/' he said, "only when a 
man is only thinking how he can make you happy, he 
doesn't like to find nothing but crying." After this 
there was but little more said between them, before 
they returned to the castle. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

LIFE AT PORTRAY. 

On the Monday Frank took his departure. Every- 
body at the castle had Kked him except Sir Griffin, 
who, when he had gone, remarked to Lucinda that he 
was an insufferable legal prig, and one of those chaps 
who think themselves somebody because they are in 
Parliament. Lucinda had liked Frank, and said so 
very boldly. " I see what it is," replied Sir Griffin, 
" you always like the people I don't." When he was 
going, Lizzie left her hand in his for a moment, and 
gave one look up into his eyes. " When is Lucy to 
be made blessed ? " she asked. " I don't know that 
Lucy will ever be made blessed," he replied, " but I 
am sure I hope slie will." Not a word more was 
said, and he returned to London. 

After that Mrs. Carbuncle and Lucinda remained at 
Portray fJastle till after Christmas, greatly overstaying 
the original time fixed for their visit. Lord George 
and Sir Griffin went and returned, and went again 
and returned again. There was much hunting and a 
great many love passages, which need not be recorded 
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here. More than once during these six or seven 
weeks there arose a quarrel, bitter, loud, and pro- 
nounced, between Sir GriflBn and Lucinda; but Lord 
George and Mrs. Carbuncle between them managed 
to throw oil upon the waters, and when Christmas 
came the engagement was still an engagement. The 
absolute suggestion that it should be broken, and 
abandoned, and thrown to the winds, always came 
from Lucinda; and Sir GriflBn, when he found that 
Lucinda was in earnest, would again be moved by his 
old desires, and would determine that he would have 
the thing he wanted. Once he behaved with such 
coarse brutality that nothing but an abject apology 
would serve the turn. lie made the abject apology, 
and after that became conscious that his wings were 
clipped, and that he must do as he was bidden. Lord 
George took him away, and brought him back again, 
and blew him up ; — and at last, under pressure from 
Mrs. Carbuncle, made him consent to the fixing of a 
day. The marriage was to take place during the first 
week in April. When the party moved from Portray, 
he was to go up to London and see his lawyer. Settle- 
ments were to be arranged, and something was to be 
fixed as to future residence. 

In the midst of all this Lucinda was passive as re- 
garded the making of the arrangements, Ijut very 
troublesome to those around her as to her immediate 
mode of life. Even to Lady Eustace she was curt and 
uncivil. To her aunt she was at times ferocious. She 
told Lord George more than once to his face that he 
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was hurrying her to perdition. " What the d is 

it you want ? " Lord George said to her. " Not to be 
married to this man/* " But you have accepted him. 
I didn't ask you to take him. You don't want to go 
into a workhouse, I suppose P " Then she rode so 
hard that all the Ayrshire lairds were startled out of 
their propriety, and there was a general fear that she 
would meet with some terrible accident. And Lizzie, 
instigated by jealousy, learned to ride as hard, and as 
they rode against each other every day there was a 
turmoil in the hunt. Morgan, scratching his head, 
declared that he had known ** drunken rampaging 
men, but had never seed ladies so wicked." Lizzie did 
come down rather badly at one wall, and Lucinda 
got herself jammed against a gate-post. But when 
Christmas was come and gone, and Portray Castle 
had been left empty, no very bad accident had oc- 
curred. 

A great friendship had sprung up between Mrs. 
Carbuncle and Lizzie, so that both had become very 
communicative. Whether both or either had been 
candid may, perhaps, be doubted. Mrs. Carbuncle had 
been quite confidential fn discussing with her friend 
the dangerous varieties of Lucinda's humours, and the 
dreadful aversion which she still seemed to entertain 
for Sir Griffin. But then these humours and this 
aversion were so visible, that they could not well be 
concealed ; — and what can be the use of confidential 
communications if things are kept back which the con- 
fidante would see even if they were not told P " She 
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would be just like that whoever the man was," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. 

"I suppose so/' said Lizzie^ wondering at such a 
phenomenon in female nature. But, with this fact 
understood between them to be a fact, — ^namely that 
Lucinda would be sure to hate any man whom sho 
might accept, — ^they both agreed that the marriage 
had better go on. 

" She must take a husband some day, you know," 
said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Of course," said Lizzie. 

'• With her good looks, it would be out of the ques- 
tion that she shouldn't be married." 

" Quite out of the question," repeated Lizzie. 

" And I really don't see how she's to do bettor. It's 
her nature, you know. I have had enough of it, I 
can tell you. And at the pension, near Paris, they 
couldn't break her in at all. Nobody ever could break 
her in. You see it in the way she rides." 

"I suppose Sir Griffin must do it," said Lizzie, 
laughing. 

" Well ; — that, or the other thing, you know." But 
there was no doubt about this ; — whoever might break 
or be broken, the marriage must go on. " If you 
don't persevere with one like her, Lady Eustace, 
nothing can be done." Lizzie quite concurred. What 
did it matter to her who should break, or who bo 
broken, if she could only sail her own little bark with- 
out dashing it on the rocks P Rocks there were. Sho 
didn't quite know what to make of Lord George, 
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who certainly was a Corsair, — ^who had said some very- 
pretty things to her, quite k la Corsair. But in the 
meantime, from certain rumours that she heard, she 
believed that Frank had given up, or at least was 
intending to give up, the little chit who was living 
with Lady Linlithgow. There had been something of 
a quarrel, — so, at least, she had heard through Miss 
Macnulty, with whom Lady Linlithgow still occa- 
sionaUy corresponded in spite of their former breaches. 
From Frank Lizzie heard repeatedly, but Frank in 
his letters never mentioned the name of Lucy Morris. 
Now, if there should be a division between Frank and 
Lucy, then, she thought, Frank would return to her. 
And if so, for a permanent holding rock of protec- 
tion in the world, her cousin Frank would be at any 
rate safer than the Corsair. 

Lizzie and Mrs. Carbuncle had quite come to un- 
derstand each other comfortably about money. It 
suited Mrs. Carbuncle very well to remain at Portray. 
It was no longer necessary that she should carry 
Lucinda about in search of game to be run down. 
The one head of game needed had been run down, 
such as it was, — not, indeed, a very noble stag ; but 
the stag had been accepted ; and a home for herself 
and her niece, which should have about it a sufficient 
air of fashion to satisfy public opinion, — out of Lon- 
don, — better still, in Scotland, belonging to a person 
' with a title, enjoying the appurtenances of wealth, and 
one to which Lord George and Sir Griffin could have 
access, — ^was very desirable. But ifc was out of the 
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question that Lady Eustace should bear all the ex- 
pense. Mrs. Carbuncle undertook to find the stables, 
and did pay for that rick of hay, and for the cart-load 
of forage which had made Lizzie's heart quake as she 
saw it dragged up the hill towards her own granaries. 
It is very comfortable when all these things are clearly 
understood. Early in January they were all to go 
back to London. Then for a while, — up to the period 
of Lucinda's marriage, — ^Lizzie was to be Mrs. Car- 
buncle's guest at the small house in Mayfair ; — but 
Lizzie was to keep the carriage. There came at last 
to be some little attempt, perhaps, at a hard bargain 
at the hand of each lady, in which Mrs. Carbuncle, 
as the elder, probably got the advantage. There was 
a question about the liveries in London. The foot- 
man there must appertain to Mrs. Carbuncle, whereas 
the coachman would as necessarily be one of Lizzie'js 
retainers. Mrs. Carbuncle assented at last to finding 
the double livery, — but, like a prudent woman, 
arranged to get her quid pro quo. " You can add some- 
thing, you know, to the present you'll have to give 
Lucinda. Lucinda shall choose something up to forty 
pounds." *' We'll say thirty," said Lizzie, who was 
beginning to know the value of money. •' Split the 
difference," said Mrs. Carbuncle, with a pleasant little 
burst of laughter, — and the difference was split. That 
the very neat and even dandified appearance of the 
groom who rode out hunting with them should be pro- 
vided at the expense of Mrs. Carbuncle was quite 
understood ; but it was equally well imderstood that 
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Lizzie was to provide the horse on which he rode every 
third day. It adds greatly to the comfort of friends 
living together when these things are accurately 
settled. 

Mr. Emilius remained longer than had been antici- 
pated, and did not go till Lord George and Sir Griffin 
took their departure. It was observed that he never 
spoke of his wife ; and yet Mrs. Carbuncle was almost 
sure that she had heard of such a lady. He had made 
himself very agreeable, and was, either by art or 
nature, a courteous man, — one who paid compliments 
to ladies. It was true, however, that he sometimes 
startled his hearers by things which might have been 
considered to border on coarseness if they had not 
been said by a clergyman. Lizzie had an idea that 
he intended to marry Miss Macnulty. And Miss 
Macnulty certainly received his attentions with plea- 
sure. In these circumstances his prolonged stay at 
the castle was not questioned; — but when towards 
the end of November Lord George and Sir Griffin 
took their departure, he was obliged to return to his 
flock. 

On the great subject of the diamonds Lizzie had 
spoken her mind freely to Mrs. Carbuncle early in 
the days of their friendship, — immediately, that is, 
after the bargainings had been completed. "Ten 
thousand pounds ! " ejaculated Mrs. Carbuncle, open- 
ing wide her eyes. Lizzie nodded her head thrice 
in token of reiterated assurance. " Do you mean that 
you really know their value ? " The ladies at this 
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time were closeted together, and were discussing many- 
things in the closest confidence. 

"They were valued for me by jewellers." 

"Ten thousand pounds! And Sir Florian gave 
them to you ? '' 

" Put them round my neck, and told mo they were 
to be mine, — always." 

" Generous man ! " 

" Ah, if you had but known him ! " said Lizzie, just 
touching her eye with her handkerchief. 

" I dare say. And now the people claim them. I'm 
not a bit surprised at that, my dear. I should have 
thought a man couldn't give away so much as that, — 
not just as one makes a present that costs forty or 
fifty pounds." Mrs. Carbuncle could not resist the 
opportunity of showing that she did not think so very 
much of that coming thirty-five pound "gift" for 
which the bargain had been made. 

" That's what they say. And they say ever so many 
other things besides. They mean to prove that it's an 
— ^heirloom." 

"Perhaps it is." 

" But it isn't. My cousin Frank, who knows more 
about law than any other man in London, says that 
they can't make a necklace an heirloom. If it was a 
brooch or a ring it would bo different. I don't quite 
imderstand it, but it is so." 

" It's a pity Sir Florian didn't say something about 
it in his will," suggested Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" But he did ; — at least not just about the necklace." 
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Then Lady Eustace explained the nature of her late 
husband's will, as far as it regarded chattels to be 
found in the Castle of Portray at the time of his death ; 
and added the fiction, which had now become common 
to her, as to the necklace having been given to her in 
Scotland. 

" I shouldn't let them have it," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

** I don't mean," said Lizzie. 

** I should — sell them," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

*' But why ? " 

" Because there are so many accidents. A woman 
should be very rich indeed before she allows herself to 
walk about with ten thousand pounds upon her 
shoulders. Suppose somebody broke into the house, 
and stole them. And if they were sold, my dear, so 
that some got to Paris, and others to St. Petersburg, 
and others to New York, they'd have to give it up 
then." Before the discussion was over, Lizzie tripped 
up-stairs and brought the necklace down, and put it 
on Mrs. Carbuncle's neck. " I shouldn't like to have 
such property in my house, my dear," continued Mrs. 
Carbuncle. " Of course, diamonds are very nice. 
Nothing is so nice. And if a person had a proper place 
to keep them, and all that " 

"I've a very strong iron case," said Lizzie. 

" But they should be at the bank, or at the jewellers, 
or somewhere quite — quite safe. People might steal 
the case and all. If I were you, I should sell them." 
It was explained to Mrs. Carbuncle on that occasion 
that Lizzie had brought them down with her in the 
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train from London, and that she intended to take them 
back in the same way. " There's nothing the thieves 
would find easier than to steal them on the way," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. 

It was some days after this that there came down 
to her by post some terribly frightful documents, 
which were the first results, as far as she was con- 
cerned, of the filing of a bill in Chancery; — which 
hostile proceeding was, in truth, efiected by the unaided 
energy of Mr. Camperdown, although Mr. Camper- 
down put himself forward simply as an instrument 
used by the trustees of the Eustace property. Within 
eight days she was to enter an appearance, or go 
through some preliminary ceremony, towards showing 
why she should not surrender her diamonds to the 
Lord Chancellor, or to one of those satraps of his, 
the Vice- Chancellors, or to some other terrible myr- 
midon. Mr. Camperdown in his letter explained that 
the service of this document upon her in Scotland 
would amount to nothing, — even were ho to send it 
down by a messenger ; but that, no doubt, she would 
send it to her attorney, who would see the expe- 
diency of avoiding exposure by accepting the sernce. 
Of all which explanation Lizzie did not understand 
one word. Messrs. Campcrdown's letter and the docu- 
ment which it contained did frighten her considerably, 
although the matter had been discussed so often that 
she had accustomed herself to declare that no such 
bugbears as that should have any influence on her. 
She had asked Frank whether, in the event of such 
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missiles reaching her, she might send them to him. 
He had told her that they should be at once placed 
in the hands of her attorney ; — and consequently she 
now sent them to Messrs. Mowbray and Mopus, with 
a very short note from herself. " Lady Eustace pre- 
sents her compliments to Messrs. Mowbray and Mopus, 
and encloses some papers she has received about her 
diamonds. They are her own diamonds, given to 
her by her late husband. Please do what is proper, 
but Mr. Camperdown ought to be made to pay all the 
expenses." 

She had, no doubt, allowed herself to hope that no 
further steps would be taken In the matter ; and the 
very name of the Vice- Chancellor did for a few hours 
chill the blood at her heart. In those few hours she 
almost longed to throw the necklace Into the sea, 
feeling sure that, if the diamonds were absolutely 
lost, there must be altogether an end of the matter. 
But, by degrees, her courage returned to her, as she 
remembered that her cousin had told her that, as far 
as he could see, the necklace was legally her own. 
Her cousin had, of course, been deceived by the lies 
which she had repeated to him ; but lies which had 
been efficacious with him might be efficacious with 
others. Who could prove that Sir Florian had not 
taken the diamonds to Scotland, and given them to 
her there, in that very house which was now her own ? 

She told Mrs. Carbuncle of the missiles which had 
been hurled at her from the London courts of law, 
and Mrs. Carbuncle evidently thought that the dia- 
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monds were as good as gone. " Then I suppose j^ou 
can't sell them ? " said she. 

" Yes I could ; — I could sell them to-morrow. What 
is to hinder me ? Suppose I took them to jewellers 
in Paris." 

" The jewellers would think you had stolen them." 

" I didn't steal them," said Lizzie ; " they're my 
very own. Frank says that nobody can take them 
away from me. Why shouldn't a man give his wife 
a diamond necklace as well as a diamond ring P That's 
what I can't understand. What may he give her 
so that men shan't come and worry her life out of 
her in this way? as for an heirloom, anybody who 
knows anything, knows that it can't be an heirloom. 
A pot or a pan may be an heirloom ; — but a diamond 
necklace cannot be an heirloom. Everybody knows 
that, that knows anything." 

" I dare say it will all come right," said Mrs. Car- 
buncle, who did not in the least believe Lizzie's law 
about the pot and pan. 

In the first week in January Lord George and Sir 
Griffin returned to the castle with the view of travelling 
up to London with the three ladies. This arrangement 
was partly thrown over by circumstances, as Sir Griffin 
was pleased to leave Portray two days before the others 
and to travel by himself. There was a bitter quarrel 
between Lucinda and her lover, and it was understood 
afterwards by Lady Eustace that Sir Griffin had had a 
few words with Lord George ; — ^but what those few 
words were, she never quite knew. There was no 
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open mptiire between the two gentlemen, bat Sir 
Griffin sbowed bis displeasure to tbe ladies, who were 
more likely to bear patientlj bis iU-humonr in tbe 
present circnnistances than was Lord Greorge. When 
a man has shown himself to be so &r amenable to 
feminine anthority as to hare pnt himself in the way 
of matrimony, ladies will bear a great deal Arom him. 
There was nothing which Mrs. Carbuncle would not 
endure from Sir Griffin, — just at present ; and, on be- 
half of Mrs. Carbuncle even Lizzie was long-su£fering. 
It cannot, however, be said that this Petruchio had as 
yet tamed his own peculiar shrew. Lucinda was as 
savage as ever, and would snap and snarl, and almost 
bite. Sir Griffin would snarl too, and say very bearish 
things. But when it came to the point of actual 
quarrelling, he would become sullen, and in hia mil- 
lenness would vield. 

" I donH see why Carruthers should have it all \m 
own way,'' he said, one htmting morning, to IjudnAa* 

" I don't care twopence who hare their own w»y/^ 
said Lucinda. ^^ I mean to have min^ ; — iKai^ii^ dill/' 

^^ I'm not speaking about yon. I ^adl h A^mttti^^r 
interference on bis part* And I 4ff think y^/^ ^^^ ^fny 
to him. You never doanytbioj^ xhnX I ^^^^^i^r 

" Yon never suggest vxrthm^ ihntK I irkA^/f4^/' df^ 
Lucinda. 

" That's a pity,'' said fiir ^i/MfU, "" ^>vv*vW:yv^ f?hfHf 
I fiball have to suggest n^ um^y ^4^/ *H^ *f^ ^1^ 
have to do." 

"I don't know tloft M lOl/^ m4 tM^ff^. 
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Mrs. Carbuncle came up during the quarrel, mean- 
ing to throw oil upon the waters. " What children 
you are ! '' she said laughing. " As if each of you 
won't have to do what the other suggests.'* 

"Mrs. Carbuncle," began Sir Griffin, "if you will 
have the great kindness not to endeavour to teach me 
what my conduct should be now or at any future time, 
I shall take it as a kindness." 

"Sir Griffin, pray don't quarrel with Mrs. Car- 
buncle," said Lizzie. 

"Lady Eustace, if Mrs. Carbuncle interferes with 
me, I shall quarrel with her. I have borne a great 
deal more of this kind of thing than I like. I'm not 
going to be told this and told that because Mrs. Car- 
buncle happens to be the aunt of the future Lady 
Tewett, — ^if it should come to that. I'm not going to 
marry a whole family ; and the less I. have of this kind 
of thing the more likely it is that I shall come up to 
scratch when the time is up." 

Then Lucinda rose and spoke. " Sir Griffin Tewett, 
she said, " there is not the slightest necessity that you 
should come up, — ' to scratch.' I wonder that I have 
not as yet been able to make you understand that if it 
will suit your convenience to break off our match, it 
will not in the least interfere with mine. And let me 
tell you this. Sir Griffin, — that any repetition of your 
unkindness to my aunt will make me utterly refuse to 
see you again." 

" Of course, you like her better than you do me." 
" A great deal better," said Lucinda. 
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" If I stand that I'll be^ /' said Sir Griffin, leav- 

ing the room. And he left the castle, sleeping that 
night at the inn at Kilmarnock. The day, however, 
was passed in hunting ; and though he said nothing to 
either of the three ladies, it was understood by them as 
they returned to Portray that there was to be no 
quarrel. Lord George and Sir Griffin had discussed 
the matter, and Lord George took upon himself to say 
that there was no quarrel. On the morning but one 
following, there came a note from Sir Griffin to Lucinda, 
— just as they were leaving home for their journey up 
to London, — in which Sir Griffin expressed his regret 
if he had said anything displeasing to Mrs. Carbuncle. 



VOL. IT. 



CHAPTER XLIY. 

A MIDNIGHT ADVEHTURE. 

Something as to tlie jewels had been told to Lord 
George ; — and tliis was quite necessary, as Lord George 
intended to travel with the ladies from Portray to 
London. Of course, he had heard of the diamonds, — as 
who had not ? He had heard too of Lord Fawn, and 
knew why it was that Lord Fawn had peremptorily 
refused to carry out his engagement. But, till he 
was told Dy Mrs. Carbuncle, he did not know that 
the diamonds were then kept within the castle, nor 
did he imderstand that it would be part of his duty to 
guard them on their way back to London. " They are 
worth ever so much ; ain't they P ** he said to Mrs. 
Carbuncle, when she first gave him the information. 

" Ten thousand pounds,'' said Mrs. Carbuncle, almost 
with awe. 

" I don't believe a word of it," said Lord George. 

"She says that they've been valued at that, since 
she's had them." 

Lord George owned to himself that such a necklace 
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was worth having, — as also, no doubt, were Portray 
Castle and the income arising from the estate, even 
though they could be held in possession only for a 
single life. Hitherto in his very chequered career he 
had escaped the trammels of matrimony, and among 
his many modes of life had hardly even suggested to 
himself the expediency of taking a wife with a fortune, 
and then settling down for the future, if submissively, 
still comfortably. To say that he had never looked 
forward to such a marriage as a possible future arrange- 
ment, would probably be incorrect. To men such as 
Lord George it is too easy a result of a career to be 
altogether banished from the mind. But no attempt 
had ever yet been made, nor had any special lady ever 
been so far honoured in his thoughts as to be con- 
nected^ in them with any vague ideas which he might 
have formed on the subject. But now it did occur to 
him that Portray Castle was a place in which he could 
pass two or three months annually without ennui. And 
that if he were to marry, little Lizzy Eustace would 
do as well as any other woman with money whom he 
might chance to meet. He did not say all this to any- 
body, and therefore cannot be accused of vanity. He 
was the last man in the world to speak on such a 
subject to any one. And as even Lizzie certainly 
bestowed upon him many of her smiles, much of her 
poetry, and some of her confidence, it cannot be said 
that he was not justified in his views. But then she 
was such an — " infernal little liar." Lord George was 
quite able to discover so much of herl 
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" She does lie, certainly," said Mrs. Carbuncle, " but 
then who doesn't P" 

On the morning of their departure the box with the 
diamonds was brought down into the hall just as they 
were about to depart. The tall London footman again 
brought it down, and deposited it on one of the oak 
hall-chairs, as though it were a thing so heavy that 
he could hardly staggpr along with it. How Lizzie did 
hate the man as she watched him, and regret that she 
had not attempted to carry it down herself. She had 
been with her diamonds that morning, and had seen 
them out of the box and into it. Few days passed on 
which she did not handle them and gaze at them. 
Mrs. Carbuncle had suggested that the box, with all 
her diamonds in it, might bo stolen from her,— and as 
she thought of this her heart almost sank within her. 
When she had them once again in London she would 
take some steps to relieve herself from this embarrass- 
ment of carrying about with her so great a burthen 
of care. The man, with a vehement show of exertion, 
deposited the box on a chair, and then groaned aloud. 
Lizzie knew very well that she could lift the box 
by her own unaided exertions, and that the groan was 
at any rate unnecessary. 

"Supposing somebody were to steal that on the 
way," said Lord George to her, not in his pleasantest 
tone. 

" Do not suggest anything so horrible," said Lizzie, 
trying to laugh, 

" I shouldn't like it at all," said Lord George. 
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" I don't think it would make me a bit unhappy. 
You've heard about it all. There never was such a 
persecution. I often say that I should be well pleased 
to take the bauble and fling it into the ocean waves." 

" I should like to be a mermaid and catch it/' said 
Lord George. 

" And what better would you be ? Such things are 
all vanity and vexation of spirit. I hate the shining 
thing." And she hit the box with the whip she held 
in her hand. 

It had been arranged that the party should sleep at 
Carlisle. It consisted of Lord George, the three ladies, 
the tall man-servant. Lord George's own man, and the 
two maids. Miss Macnulty, with the heir and the 
nurses, were to remain at Portray for yet a while 
longer. The iron box was again put into the carriage ; 
and was used by Lizzie as a footstool. This might have 
been very well, had there been no necessity for changing 
their train. At Troon the porter behaved well, and 
did not struggle much as he carried it from the carriage 
on to the platform. But at Kilmarnock, where they 
met the train from Glasgow, the big footman interfered 
again, and the scene was performed under the eyes of a 
crowd of people. It seemed to Lizzie that Lord George 
almost encouraged the struggling, as though he were 
in league with the footman to annoy her. But there 
was no further change between Kilmarnock and Oar- 
lisle, and they managed to make themselves very com- 
fortable. Lunch had been provided ; — for Mrs. 
Carbuncle was a woman who cared for such things. 
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and Lord George also liked a glass of champagne in the 
middle of the day. Lizzie professed to be perfectly- 
indifferent on such matters ; but nevertheless she 
enjoyed her lunch, and allowed Lord George to press 
upon her a second, and perhaps a portion of a third 
glass of wine. Even Lucinda was roused up from her 
general state of apathy, and permitted herself to forget 
Sir GriflSn for a while. 

During this journey to Carlisle Lizzie Eustace almost 
made up her mind that Lord George was the very 
Corsair she had been expecting ever since she had 
mastered Lord Byron's great poem. He had a way of 
doing things and of saying things, of proclaiming him- 
self to be master, and at the same time of making 
himself thoroughly agreeable to his dependents, — and 
especially to the one dependent whom he most honoured 
at the time, — which exactly suited Lizzie's ideas of 
what a man should be. And then he possessed that 
utter indifference to all conventions and laws, which is 
the great prerogative of Corsairs. He had no reverence 
for aught divine or human, — which is a great thing. 
The Queen and Parliament, the bench of bishops, and 
even the police, were to him just so many fungi and 
parasites, and noxious vapours, and false hypocrites. 
Such were the names by which he ventured to call 
these bugbears of the world. It was so delightful to 
live with a man, who himself had a title of his own, 
but who could speak of dukes and marquises as being 
quite despicable by reason of their absurd position. 
And as they became gay and free after their luncheon 
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he expressed almost as much contempt for honesty as 
for dukes, and showed clearly that he regarded matri- 
mony and marquises to be equally vain and useless. 
**How dare you say such things in our hearing!" 
exclaimed Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" I assert that if men and women were really true, 
no vows would be needed ; — and if no vows, then no 
marriage vows. Do you believe such vows are kept ?" 

" Yes," said Mrs. Carbuncle enthusiastically. 

" I don't," said Lucinda. 

" Nor I," said the Corsair. " Who can believe that 
a woman will always love her husband because she 
swears she will ? The oath is false on the face of it." 

" But women must marry," said Lizzie. The Corsair 
declared freely that he did not see any such necessity. 

And then, though it could hardly be said that this 
Corsair was a handsome man, stiU he had fine Corsair's 
eyes, full of expression and determination, eyes that 
could look love and bloodshed almost at the same time ; 
and then he had those manly properties, — ^power, big- 
ness, and apparent boldness, — which belong to a Corsair. 
To be hurried about the world by such a man, treated 
sometimes with crushing severity, and at others with 
the tenderest love, not to be spoken to for one fortnight, 
and then to be embraced perpetually for another, to be 
cast every now and then into some abyss of despair by 
his rashness, and then raised to a pinnacle of human 
joy by his courage, — that, thought Lizzie, would be the 
kind of life which would suit her poetical temperament. 
But then, how would it be with her, if the Coraali: 
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were to take to hurrying about the world without 
carrying her with him ; — and were to do so always at 
her expense ! Perhaps he might hurry about the world 
and take somebody else with him. Medora, if Lizzie 
remembered rightly, had had no jointure or private 
fortune. But yet a woman must risk something if the 
spirit of poetry is to be allowed any play at all ! " And 
now these weary diamonds again," said Lord George, 
as the carriage was stopped against the Carlisle plat- 
form. " I suppose they must go into your bedroom. 
Lady Eustace?'' 

" I wish you'd let the man put the box in yours ; 
— just for this night," said Lizzie. 

"No ; — not if I know it," said Lord George. And 
then he explained. Such property would be quite as 
liable to be stolen when in his custody as it would in 
hers ; — ^but if stolen while in his would entail upon him 
a grievous vexation which would by no means lessen the 
effect of her loss. She did not understand him, but 
finding that he was quite in earnest she directed that 
the box should be again taken to her own chamber. 
Lord George suggested that it should be entrusted to 
the landlord ; and for a moment or two Lizzie submitted 
to the idea. But she stood for that moment thinking 
of it, and then decided that the box should go to her 
own room. " There's no knowing what that Mr. 
Camperdown mightn't do," she whispered to Lord 
George. The porter and the tall footman, between 
them, staggered along under their load, and the iron box 
was again deposited in the bed-room of the Carlisle inn. 
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The evening at Carlisle was spent very pleasantly. 
The ladies agreed that they would not dress, — ^but of 
course they did so with more or less of care. Lizzie 
made herself to look very pretty, though the skirt of 
the gown in which she came down was that which she 
had worn during the journey. Pointing this out with 
much triumph, she accused Mrs. Carbuncle and Lucinda 
of great treachery in that they had not adhered to any 
vestige of their travelling raiment. But the rancour 
was not vehement, and the evening was passed 
pleasantly. Lord George was infinitely petted by the 
three Houris around him, and Lizzie called him a 
Corsair to his face. *' And you are the Medora," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Oh no. That is your place, — certainly,*' said 
Lizzie. 

" What a pity Sir Griffin isn't here," said Mrs. Car- 
buncle, " that we might call him the Giaour." Lucinda 
shuddered, without any attempt at concealing her 
shudder. " That's all very well, Lucinda, but I think 
Sir Griffin would make a very good Giaour." 

" Pray don't, aunt. Let one forget it all just for a 
moment." 

*' I wonder what Sir Griffin would say if he was to 
hear this ! " said Lord George. 

Late in the evening Lord George strolled out, and of 
course the ladies discussed his character in his absence. 
Mrs. Carbuncle declared that he was the soul of honour. 
In regard to her own feeling for him, she averred that 
no woman had ever had a truer friend. Any other 
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sentiment was of course out of the question, — for was 
she not a married woman P Had it not been for that 
accident, Mrs. Carbuncle really thought that she could 
have given her heart to Lord George. Lucinda 
declared that she always regarded him as a kind of 
supplementary father. '* I suppose he is a year or two 
older than Sir Griffin/' said Lizzie. " Lady Eustace, 
why should you make me unhappy?" said Lucinda. 
Then Mrs. Carbuncle explained, that whereas Sir Griffin 
was not yet thirty. Lord George was over forty. " All 
I can say is, he doesn't look it," urged Lady Eustace 
enthusiastically. " Those sort of men never do," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. Lord George, when he returned was 
greeted with an allusion to angel's wings, — and would 
have been a good deal spoilt among them were it in the 
nature of such an article to receive injury. As soon as 
the clock had struck ten the ladies all went away to 
their beds. 

Lizzie, when she was in her own room, of course found 
her maid waiting for her. It was necessarily part of 
the religion of such a woman as Lizzie Eustace that 
she could not go to bed, or change her clothes, or get 
up in the morning, without the assistance of her own 
young woman. She would not like to have it thought 
that she could stick a pin into her own belongings with- 
out such assistance. Nevertheless it was often the case 
with her, that she was anxious to get rid of her girl's 
attendance. It had been so on this morning, and before 
dinner, and was so now again. She was secret in her 
movements, and always had some recess in her boxes 
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and bags and dressing apparatuses to which she did not 
choose that Miss Patience Crabstick should have access. 
She was careful about her letters, and very careful about 
her money. And then as to that iron box in which 
the diamonds were kept ! Patience Crabstick had never 
, yet seen the inside of it. Moreover, it may be said, 
— either on Lizzie's behalf or to her discredit, as the 
reader may be pleased to take it, — that she was quite 
able to dress herself, to brush her own hair, to take off 
her own clothes ; and that she was not, either by nature 
or education, an incapable young woman. But that 
honour and glory demanded it, she would almost as lief 
have had no Patience Crabstick to pry into her most 
private matters. All which Crabstick knew, and would 
often declare her missus to be " of all missusses the most 
slyest and least come-at-able." On this present night 
she was very soon despatched to her own chamber. 
Lizzie, however, took one careful look at the iron box 
before the girl was sent away. 

Crabstick, on this occasion, had not far to go to 
seek her own couch. Along side of Lizzie's larger 
chamber there was a small room, — a dressing-room 
with a bed in it, which, for this night, was devoted to 
Crabstick's accommodation. Of course, she departed 
from attendance on her mistress by the door which 
opened from the one room to the other ; but. this had 
no sooner been closed than Crabstick descended to com- 
plete the amusements of the evening. Lizzie, when 
she was alone, bolted both the doors on the inside, and 
then quickly retired to rest. Some short prayer she 
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said, with her knees close to the iron box. Then she 
put certain articles of property under her pillow, — ^her 
watch and chain, and the rings from her fingers, and a 
packet which she had drawn from her travelling-desk, 
— and was soon in bed, thinking that, as she fell away 
to sleep, she would revolve in her mind that question 
of the Corsair ; — would it be good to trust herself and 
all her belongings to one who might perhaps take her 
belongings away, but leave herself behind ? The sub- 
ject was not unpleasant, and while she was consider- 
ing it, she fell asleep. 

It was, perhaps, about two in the morning when a 
man, very efficient at the trade which he was then 
following, knelt outside Lady Eustace's door, and, with 
a delicately-made saw, aided, probably, by some other 
equally well-finished tools, absolutely cut out that 
portion of the bed-room door on which the bolt was 
fastened. He must have known the spot exactly, for he 
did not doubt a moment as he commenced his "work ; 
and yet there was nothing on the exterior of the door 
to show where the bolt was placed. The bit was cut 
out without the slightest noise, and then, when the 
door was opened, was placed just inside, upon the floor. 
The man then with perfectly noiseless step entered the 
room, knelt again, — just where poor Lizzie had knelt 
as she said her prayers, — so that he might the more 
easily raise the iron box without a struggle, and left the 
room with it in his arms without disturbing the lovely 
sleeper. He then descended the stairs, passed into tho 
cofiee-room at the bottom of them, and handed the box 
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through au open window to a man who was crouching 
on the outside in the dark. He then followed the box, 
pulled down the window, put on a pair of boots which 
his friend had ready for him; and the two, after 
lingering a few moments in the shade of the dark 
wall, retreated with their prize round a corner. The 
night itself was almost pitch-dark, and very wet. It 
was as nearly black with darkness as a night can be. 
So far, the enterprising adventurers had been success- 
ful, and we will now leave them in their chosen retreat, 
engaged on the longer operation of forcing open the 
iron safe. For it had been arranged between them that 
the iron safe should be opened then and there. Though 
the weight to him who had taken it out of Lizzie's 
room had not been oppressive, as it had oppressed the 
tall serving-man, it might still have been an encum- 
brance to gentlemen intending to travel by raUway 
with as little observation as possible. They were, how- 
ever, well supplied with tools, and we will leave them 
at their work. 

On the next morning Lizzie was awakened earlier 
than she had expected, and found, not only Patience 
Crabstick in her bedroom, but also a chambermaid and 
the wife of the manager of the hotel. The story was 
soon told to her. Her room had been broken open, 
and her treasure was gone. The party had intended 
to breakfast at their leisure, and proceed to London by 
a train leaving Carlisle in the middle of the day ; but 
they were soon disturbed from their rest. Lady Eus- 
tace had hardly time to get her slippers on her feet. 
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and to wrap herself in her dressing-gown, to get rid 
of her dishevelled night-cap, and make herself just 
fit for public view, before the manager of the hotel, 
and Lord George, and the tfJl footman, and the boots 
were in her bedroom. It was too plainly manifest to 
them all that the diamonds were gone. The superin- 
tendent of the Carlisle police was there almost as soon 
as the others ; — and following him very quickly came 
the important gentleman who was the head of the con- 
stabulary of the county. 

Lizzie, when she first heard the news, was awe- 
struck, rather than outwardly demonstrative of grief. 
"There has been a regular plot," said Lord George. 
Captain Fitzmaurice, the gallant chief, nodded his 
head. " Plot enough," said the superintendent, — who 
did not mean to confide his thoughts to any man, or to 
exempt any human being from his suspicion. The 
manager of the hotel was very angry, and at nrst did 
not restrain his anger. Did not everybody know that 
if articles of value were brought into an hotel they 
should be handed over to the safe keeping of the 
manager P He almost seemed to think that Lizzie had 
stolen her own box of diamonds. " My dear fellow," 
said Lord George, " nobody is saying a word against 
you, or your house." 

" No, my lord ; — ^but " 

" Lady Eustace is not blaming you, and do not you 
blame anybody else," said Lord George. "Let the 
police do what is right." 

At last the men retreated, and Lizzie was left with 
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Patience and Mrs. Carbuncle. But even then she did 
not give way to her grief, but sat upon the bed awe- 
struck, and mute. " Perhaps I had better get dressed," 
she said at last. 

"I feared how it might be,'' said Mrs. Carbuncle, 
holding Lizzie's hand affectionately. 

" Yes ; — ^you said so." 

" The prize was so great." 

*^ I always was a-telling my lady " began Crab- 
stick. 

" Hold your tongue ! " said Lizzie angrily. " I sup- 
pose the police will do the best they can, Mrs. Car- 
buncle?" 

" Oh yes ; — ^and so will I^ord George." 

" I think I'll lie down again for a little while," said 
Lizzie. " I feel so sick I hardly know what to do. If 
I were to lie down for a little I should be better." 
With much difficulty she got them to leave her. Then, 
before she again undressed herself, she bolted the door 
that still had a bolt, and turned the lock in the other. 
Having done this, she took out from under her pillow 
the little parcel which had been in her desk, — and, 
untying it, perceived that her dear diamond necklace 
was perfect, and quite safe. 

The enterprising adventurers had, indeed, stolen the 
iron case, but they had stolen nothing else. The reader 
must not suppose that because Lizzie had preserved her 
jewels, she was therefore a consenting party to the 
abstraction of the box. The theft had been a genuine 
theft, planned with great skill, carried out with much 
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ingenuity, one in the perpetration of which money had 
been spent, — a theft which for a while baffled the police 
of England, and which was supposed to be very credit- 
able to those who had been engaged in it. But the 
box, and nothing but the box, had fallen into the hands 
of the thieves. 

Lizzie's silence when the abstraction of the box was 
made known to her, — ^her silence as to the fact that the 
necklace was at that moment within the grasp of her 
own fingers, — was not at first the eflfect of deliberate 
fraud. She was ashamed to tell them that she brought 
the box empty from Portray, having the diamonds in 
her own keeping because she had feared that the box 
might be stolen. And then it occurred to her, quick 
as thought could flash, that it might be well that Mr. 
Camperdown should be made to believe that they had 
been stolen. And so she kept her secret. The reflec- 
tions of the next half-hour told her how very great 
would now be her difficulties. But, as she had not 
disclosed the truth at first, she could hardly disclose it 
now. 



CHAPTER XLY. 

THE JOURNEY TO LONDON. 

When we left Lady Eustace alone in her bedroom at 
the Carlisle hotel after the discovery of the robbery, 
she had very many cares upon her mind. The necklace 
was, indeed, safe under her pillow in the bed; but 
when all the people were around her, — her own 
friends, and the police, and they who were concerned 
with the inn, — she had not told them that it was so, 
but had allowed them to leave her with the belief that 
the diamonds had gone with the box. Even at this 
moment, as she knew well, steps were being taken to 
discover the thieves, and to make public the circum- 
stances of the robbery. Already, no doubt, the fact 
that her chamber had been entered in the night, and 
her jewel-box withdrawn, was known to the London 
police officers. In such circumstances how could she 
now tell the truth ? But it might be that already had 
the thieves been taken. In that case would not the 
truth be known, even though she should not tell it P 
Then she thought for a while that she would get rid 
of the diamonds altogether, so that no one should 
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know auglit of them. If she could only think of a 
place fit for such purpose, she would so hide tliem that 
no human ingenuity could discover them. Let the 
thieves say what they might, her word would, in such 
case, be better than that of the thieves. She would 
declare that the jewels had been in the box when the 
box was taken. The thieves would swear that the 
box had been empty. She would appeal to the absence 
of the diamonds, and the thieves, — who would be 
known as thieves, — would be supposed, even by their 
own friends and associates, to have disposed of the 
diamonds before they had been taken. There would 
be a mystery in all this, and a cunning cleverness, 
the idea of which had in itself a certain charm for 
Lizzie Eustace. She would have all the world at a 
loss. Mr. Camperdown could do nothing further to 
harass her; and would have been, so far, overcome. 
She would be saved from the feeling of public defeat in 
the affair of the necklace, which would be very dreadful 
to her. Lord Fawn might probably be again at her 
feet. And in all the fuss and rumour which such an 
affair would make in London, there would be nothing 
of which she need be ashamed. She liked the idea, and 
she had grown to be very sick of the necklace. 

But what should she do with it? It was, at this 
moment, between her fingers beneath the pillow. If 
she were minded, — and she thought she was s.o minded, 
— to get rid of it altogether, the sea would be the 
place. Could she make up her mind absolutely to de- 
stroy so large a property, it would be best for her to 
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have recourse to " her own broad waves," as she called 
them even to herself. It was within the ''friendly 
depths of her own rock-girt ocean" that she should 
find a grave for her great trouble. But now her back 
was to the sea, and she could hardly insist on returning 
to Portray without exciting a suspicion that might be 
fatal to her. 

And then might it not be possible to get altogether 
quit of the diamonds and yet to retain the power of 
future possession ? She knew that she was running 
into debt, and that money wpuld, some day, be much 
needed. Hier acquaintance with Mr. Benjamin, the 
jeweller, was a fact often present to her mind. She 
might not be able to get ten thousand pounds from 
Mr. Benjamin ; — but if she could get eight, or six, or 
even five, how pleasant would it be ! If she could put 
away the diamonds for three or four years, — if she 
could so hide them that no human eyes could see them 
till she should again produce them to the light,— 
surely, after so long an interval, they might be made 
available ! But where should be found such hiding- 
place ? She understood well how great was the peril 
while the necklace was in her own immediate keeping. 
Any accident might discover it, and if the slightest 
suspicion were aroused, the police would come upon 
her with violence and discover it. But surely there 
must be some such hiding-place,: — ^if only she could 
think of it ! Then her mind reverted to all the stories 
she had ever heard of mysterious villanies. There 
must be some way of accomplishing this thing, if she 
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could only briug her mind to work upon it exclusively. 
A hole dug deep into the ground ; — would not that be 
the place ? But then, where should the hole be dug ? 
In what spot should she trust the earth ? If any- 
where, it must be at Portray. But now she was going 
from Portray to London. It seemed to her to be certain 
that she could dig no hole in London that would be 
secret, to herself. Nor could she trust herself, during 
the hour or two that remained to her, to find such a 
hole in Carlisle. 

What she wanted was a friend ; — some one that she 
could trust. But she had no such friend. She could 
not dare to give the jewels up to Lord George. So 
tempted, would not any Corsair appropriate the trea- 
sure ? And if, as might be possible, she were mistaken 
about him and he was no Corsair, then would he betray 
her to the police ? She thought of all her dearest 
friends, — Frank Grey stock, Mrs. Carbuncle, Lucinda, 
Miss Macnulty, — even of Patience Crabstick, — but 
there was no friend whom she could trust. Whatever 
she did she must do alone ! She began to fear that the 
load of thought required would be more than she could 
bear. One thing, however, was certain to her ; — she 
could not now venture to tell them all that the necklace 
was in her possession, and that the stolen box had been 
empty. 

Thinking of all this, she went to sleep, — still holding 
the packet tight between her fingers, — and in this 
position was awakened at about ten by a knock at the 
door from her friend, Mrs. Carbuncle. Lizzie jumped 
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out of bed/ and admitted her friend, admitting also 
Patience Crabstlek. "You had better get up now, 
dear," said Mrs. Carbuncle. " We are all going to 
breakfast." Lizzie declared herself to be so fluttered, 
that she must have her breakfast up-stalrs. No one 
was to wait for her. Crabstlek would go down and 
fetch for her a cup of tea, — and just a morsel of some- 
thing to eat. "You can't be surprised that I shouldn't 
be quite myself," said Lizzie. 

Mrs. Carbuncle's surprise did not run at all In that 
direction. Both Mrs. Carbuncle and Lord George had 
been astonished to find how well she bore her loss. 
Lord George gave her credit for real bravery. Mrs. 
Carbuncle suggested, in a whisper, that perhaps she 
regarded the theft as an easy way out of a lawsuit. 
" I suppose you know, George, they would have got 
It from her." Then Lord George whistled, and, in 
another whisper, declared that, if the little adventure 
had all been arranged by Lady Eustace herself with 
the view of getting the better of Mr. Camperdown, his 
respect for that lady would be very greatly raised. 
" If," said Lord George, " It turns out that she has 
had a couple of bravos In her pay, like an old Italian 
marquis, I shall think very highly of her Indeed." 
This had occurred before Mrs. Carbuncle came up to 
Lizzie's room ; — ^but neither of them for a moment sus- 
pected that the necklace was still within the hotel. 

The box had been found, and a portion of the frag- 
ments were brought into the room while the party were 
still at breakfast. Lizzie was not in the room, but the 
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news was at once taken up to her by Crabstick, together 
with a pheasant's wing and some buttered toast. In a 
recess beneath an archway running under the railroad, 
not distant from the hotel above a hundred and fiftv 
yards, the iron box had been found. It had been forced 
open, so said the sergeant of police, with tools of the 
finest steel, peculiarly made for such purpose. The 
sergeant of police was quite sure that the thing had 
been done by London men who were at the very top of 
their trade. It was manifest that nothing had been 
spared. Every motion of the party must have been 
known to them, and probably one of the adventurers 
had travelled in the same train with them. And the 
very doors of the bedroom in the hotel had been mea- 
sured by the man who had cut out the bolt. The 
sergeant of police was almost lost in admiration ; — but 
the superintendent of police, whom Lord George saw 
more than once, was discreet and silent. To the super- 
intendent of police it was by no means sure that Lord 
George himself might not be fond of diamonds. Of a 
suspicion flying so delightfully high as this, he breathed 
no word to any one; but simply suggested that he 
should like to retain the companionship of one of the 
party. If Lady Eustace could dispense with the services 
of the tall footman, the tall footman might be found 
useful at Carlisle. It was arranged, therefore, that the 
tall footman should remain ; — and the tall footman did 
remain, though not with his own consent. 

The whole party, including Lady Eustace herself and 
Patience Crabstick, were called upon to give their evi- 
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dence to the Carlisle magistrates before they could pro- 
ceed to London. This Lizzie did, having the necklace 
at that moment locked up in her desk at the inn. The 
diamonds were supposed to be worth ten thousand 
pounds. There was to be a lawsuit about them. She 
did not for a moment doubt that they were her pro- 
perty. She had been very careful about the diamonds 
because of the lawsuit. Fearing that Mr. Camperdown 
might wrest them from her possession, she had caused 
the iron box to be made. She had last seen the dia- 
monds on the evening before her departure from Por- 
tray. She had then herself locked them up, and she 
now produced the key. The lock was still so far un- 
injured that the key would turn it. That was her 
evidence. Crabstick, with a good deal of reticence, 
supported her mistress. She had seen the diamonds, 
no doubt, but had not seen them often. She had seen 
them down at Portray; but not for ever so long. 
Crabstick had very little to say about them ; but the 
clever superintendent was by no means sure that Crab- 
stick did not know more than she said. Mrs. Carbuncle 
and Lord George had also seen the diamonds at Por- 
tray. There was no doubt whatever as to the diamonds 
having been in the iron box ; — ^nor was there, said Lord 
George, any doubt but that this special necklace had 
acquired so much public notice from the fact of the 
threatened lawsuit, as might make its circumstances 
and value known to London thieves. The tall footman 
was not examined; but was detained by the police 
under a remand given by the magistrates. 
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Much information as to what had been done oozed 
out in spite of the precautions of the discreet superin- 
tendent. The wires had been put into operation in 
every direction, and it had been discovered that one 
man whom nobody knew had left the down mail train 
at Annan, and another at Dumfries. These men had 
taken tickets by the train leaving Carlisle between four 
and five a.m., and were supposed to have been the two 
thieves. It had been nearly seven before the theft had 
been discovered, and by that time not only had the men 
reached the towns named, but had had time to make 
their way back again or farther on into Scotland. At 
any rate, for the present, all trace of them was lost. 
The sergeant of police did not doubt but that one of 
these men was making his way up to London with the 
necklace in his pocket. This was told to Lizzie by 
Lord George ; and though she was awe-struck by the 
danger of her situation, she nevertheless did feel some 
satisfaction in remembering that she and she only held 
the key of the mystery. And then as to those poor 
thieves! What must have been their consternation 
when they found, after all the labour and perils of the 
night, that the box contained no diamonds, — that the 
treasure was not there, and that they were nevertheless 
bound to save themselves by flight and stratagem from 
the hands of the police ! Lizzie, as she thought of 
this, almost pitied the poor thieves. What a consterna- 
tion there would be among the Caraperdowns and Gar- 
netts, among the Mopuses and Benjamins, when the 
news was heard in London ! Lizzie almost enjoyed it. 
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As her mind went on making fresh schemes on the 
subject, a morbid desire of increasing the mystery took 
possession of her. She was quite sure that nobody 
knew her secret, and that nobody as yet could even 
guess it. There was great danger, but there might be 
delight and even profit if she could safely dispose of 
the jewels before suspicion against herself should be 
aroused. She could understand that a rumour should 
get to the police that the box had been empty, even if 
the thieves were not taken ; but such rumour would 
avail nothing if she could only dispose of the diamonds. 
As she first thought of all this, the only plan hitherto 
suggested to herself would require her immediate re- 
turn to Portray. If she were at Portray she could find 
a spot where she could bury the necklace. But she 
was obliged to allow herself now to be hurried up to 
London. When she got into the train the little parcel 
was in her desk, and the key of her desk was fastened 
round her neck. 

They had secured a department for themselves from 
Carlisle to London, and of course filled four seats. 
'^As I am alive,'' said Lord George, as soon as the 
train had left the station, " that head policeman thinks 
that I am the thief!" Mrs. Carbuncle laughed. Lizzie 
protested that this was absurd. Lucinda declared that 
such a suspicion would be vastly amusing. *'It's a 
fact," continued Lord George. ** I can see it in the 
fellow's eye, and I feel it to be a compliment. They 
are so very 'cute that they delight in suspicions. I 
remember when the altar-plate was stolen from Bar- 
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Chester Cathedral some years ago, a splendid idea 
occurred to one of the police, that the Bishop had 
taken it ! " 

'•'Really?'' asked Lizzie. 

" Oh, yes ; — really. I don't doubt but that there is 
already a belief in some of their minds that you have 
stolen your own diamonds for the sake of getting the 
better of Mr. Camperdown." 

" But what could I do with them if I had ? " asked 
Lizzie. 

" Sell them, of course. There is always a market for 
such goods." 

" But who would buy them ? " 

" If you have been so clever, Lady Eustace, I'll find 
a purchaser for them. One would have to go a good 
distance to do it, — and there would be some expense. 
But the thing could be done. Vienna, I should think 
would be about the place." 

'*Very well, then," said Lizzie. "You won't be 
surprised if I ask you to take the journey for me." 
Then they all laughed, and were very much amused. 
It was quite agreed among them that Lizzie bore her 
loss very well. 

" I shouldn't care the least for losing them," said 
Lizzie, — " only that Florian gave them to me. They 
have been such a vexation to me that to be without 
them will be a comfort." Her desk had been brought 
into the carriage and was now used as a footstool in 
the place of the box which was gone. 

They arrived at Mrs. Carbuncle's house in Hertford 
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Street quite late, between ten and eleven ; — but a note 
had been sent from Lizzie to her cousin Frank's address * 
from the Euston Square station by a commissionaire. 
Indeed, two notes were sent, — one to the House of 
Commons, and the other to the Grosvenor Hotel. *' My 
necklace has been stolen. Come to me early to-morrow 
at Mrs. Carbuncle's house, No. — , Hertford Street.'' 
And he did come, — ^before Lizzie was up. Crabstick 
brought her mistress word that Mr. Greystock was in 
the parlour soon after nine o'clock. Lizzie again 
hurried on her clothes so that she might see her cousin, 
taking care as she did so that though her toilet might 
betray haste, it should not be other than charming. 
And as she dressed she cndeaYOured to come to some 
conclusion. Would it not be best for her that she 
should tell everything to her cousin, and throw herself 
upon his mercy, trusting to his ingenuity to extricate 
her from her difficulties? She had been thinking of 
her position almost through the entire night, and had 
remembered that at Carlisle she had committed perjury. 
She had sworn that the diamonds had been left by her 
in the box. And should they be found with her it 
might be that they would put her in gaol for stealing 
them. Little mercy could she expect from Mr. Cam- 
perdown should she fall into that gentleman's hands ! 
But Frank, if she would even yet tell him everything 
honestly, might probably save her. 

'' What is this about the diamonds P '' he asked as 
soon as he saw her. She had flown almost into his 
arms, as though carried there by the excitement of the 
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moment. " You don't really mean that they have been 
. stolen ? " 

" I do, Frank." 

*' On the journey P " 

" Yes, Frank ; — at the inn at Carlisle." 

"Box and all?" Then she told him the whole 
story; — not the true story, but the story as it was 
believed by all the world. She found it to bo im- 
possible to tell him the true story. " And the box was 
broken open, and left in the street ? " 

" Under an archway," said Lizzie. 

" And what do the police think ? " 

*' I don't know what they think. Lord George says 
that they believe he is the thief." 

"He knew of them," said Frank, as though ho 
imagined that the suggestion was not altogether 

absurd. 

a Oh, yes ; — ^he knew of them." 

" And what is to be done ? " 

" I don't know. I've sent for you to tell me." Then 
Frank averred that information should be immediately 
ffiven to Mr. Camperdown. He would himself call on 
Mr. Camperdown, and would also see the head of the 
police. He did not doubt but that all the circumstances 
were already known in London at the police oflBce ; — 
but it might be well that ho should see the officer. He 
was acquainted with the gentleman, and might perhaps 
learn something. Lizzie at once acceded, and Frank 
went direct to Mr. Camperdown's offices. " If I had 
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lost ten thousand pounds in that way," said Mrs. Car- 
buncle, "I think I should have broken my heart." 
\kVLz\Q felt that her heart was bursting rather than 
being broken, because the ten thousand pounds' worth 
of diamonds was not really lost. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

LUCY MORRIS IN BROOK STREET. 

Lucy Morris went to Lady Linlithgow early in Octo- 
ber, and was still with Lady Linlithgow when Lizzie 
Eustace returned to London in January. During these 
three months she certainly had not been happy. In 
the first place, she had not once seen her lover. This 
had aroused no anger or suspicion in her bosom against 
him, because the old countess had told her that she 
would have no lover come to the house, and that, above 
all, she would not allow a young man with whom she 
herself was connected to come in that guise to her 
companion. " From all I hear,'* said Lady Linlithgow, 
" it's not at all likely to be a match ; — and at any rate 
it canH go on here.'' Lucy thought she would be doing 
no more than standing up properly for her lover by 
asserting her conviction that it would be a match ; — 
and she did assert it bravely ; but she made no petition 
for his presence, and bore that trouble bravely. In the 
next place Frank was not a satisfactory correspondent. 
He did write to her occasionally ; — ^and he wrote also 
to the old countess immediately on his return to town 
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from Bobsborough. a letter which was intended as an 
answer to that which she had written to Mrs. Greystock. 
What was said in that letter Lucy never knew; — ^but 
she did know that Frank's few letters to herself were 
not full and hearty, — were not such thorough-going 
love-letters as lovers write to each other when they feel 
unlimited satisfaction in the work. She excused him, 
— telling herself that he was overworked, that with his 
double trade of legislator and lawyer he could hardly 
be expected to write letters, — that men, in respect of 
letter- writing, are not as women are, and the like ; but 
still there grew at her heart a little weed of care, which 
from week to week spread its noxious, heavy- scented 
leaves, and robbed her of her joyousness. To be loved 
by her lover, and to feel that she was his, — to have a 
lover of her own to whom she could thoroughly devote 
herself, — to be conscious that she was one of those 
happy women in the world who find a mate worthy of 
worship as well as love, — ^this to her was so great a joy 
that even the sadness of her present position could not 
utterly depress her. From day to day she assured her- 
self that she did not doubt and would not doubt, — that 
there was no cause for doubt ; — that she would herself 
be base were she to admit any shadow of suspicion. 
But yet his absence, — and the shortness of those little 
notes, which came perhaps once a fortnight, did tell 
upon her in opposition to her own convictions. Each 
note as it came was answered, — instantly; but she 
would not write except when the notes came. She 
would not seem to reproach him by writing oftener 
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than he wrote. "When he had given her so much, and 
she had nothing but her confidence to give in return, 
would she stint him in that P There can bo no love, 
she said, without confidence, and it was the pride of her 
heart to love him. 

The circumstances of iter present life were desperately 
weary to her. She could hardly understand why it was 
that Lady Linlithgow should desire her presence. She 
was required to do nothing. She had no duties to per- 
form, and, as it seemed to her, was of no use to any one. 
The countess would not even allow her to be of ordi- 
nary service in the house. Lady Linlithgow, as she had 
said of herself, poked her own fires, carved her own 
meat, lit her own candles, opened and shut the doors 
for herself, wrote her own letters, — and did not even 
like to have books read to her. She simply chose to 
have some one sitting with her to whom she could 
speak and make little cross-grained, sarcastic, and ill- 
natured remarks. There was no company at the house 
in Brook Street, and when the countess herself went 
out, she went out alone. Even when she had a cab to 
go shopping, or to make calls, she rarely asked Lucy to 
go with her, — and was benevolent chiefly in this, — that 
if Lucy chose to walk round the square or as far as the 
park, her ladyship's maid was allowed to accompany 
her for protection. Poor Lucy often told herself that 
such a life would be unbearable, — were it not for the 
supreme satisfaction she had in remembering her lover. 
And then the arrangement had been made only for six 
months. She did not feel quite assured of her fate at 



Ltccy Morris in Brook Street. 257 

the end of those six months, but she believed that there 
would come to her a residence in a sort of outer garden 
to that sweet Elysium in which she was to pass her life. 
The Elysium would be Frank's house ; and the outer 
garden was the deanery at Bobsborough. 

Twice during the three months Lady Fawn, with 
two of the girls, came to call upon her. On the first 
occasion she was unluckily out, taking advantage of the 
protection of her ladyship's maid in getting a little air. 
Lady Linlithgow had also been away, and Lady Fawn 
had seen no one. Afterwards, both Lucy and her lady- 
ship were found at home, and Lady Fawn was full of 
graciousness and affection. " I dare say you've got 
something to say to each other," said Lady Linlithgow, 
" and I'll go away." 

" Pray don't let us disturb you," said Lady Fawn. 

" You'd only abuse me if I didn't," said Lady Lin- 
lithgow. 

As soon as she was gone Lucy rushed into her 
friend's arms. " It is so nice to see you again." 

" Yes, my dear, isn't it ? I did come before, you 
know." 

" You have been so good to me ! To see you again 
is like the violets and primroses." She was crouching 
close to Lady Fawn, with her hand in that of her friend 
Lydia. " I haven't a word to say against Lady Lin- 
lithgow, but it is like winter here, after dear Rich- 
mond." 

" Well ; — we think we're prettier at Richmond," 
said Lady Fawn. 

VOL. II. s 
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" There were such hundreds of things to do there/' 
said Lucy. " After all, what a comfort it is to have 
things to do ! " 

" Why did you come away P" said Lydia* 

" Oh, I was obliged. You mustn't scold me now 
that you have come to see me." 

There were a hundred things to be said about Fawn 
Court and the children, and a hundred more things 
about Lady Linlithgow and Brook Street. Then, at 
last, Lady Fawn asked the one important question. 
"And now, my dear, what about Mr. Greystock?" 

" Oh, — I don't know ; — nothing particular. Lady 
Fawn. It's just as it was, and I am — quite satisfied." 

" You see him sometimes P" 

" No, never. I have not seen him since the last time 
he came down to Richmond. Lady Linlithgow doesn't 
allow — ^followers." There was a pleasant little sparkle 
of laughter in Lucy's eye as she said this, which would 
have told to any bystander the whole story of the affec- 
tion which existed between her and Lady Fawn. 

" That's very ill-natured," said Lydia. 

" And he's a sort of cousin too," said Lady Fawn. 

" That's just the reason why," said Lucy, explaining. 
" Of course. Lady Linlithgow thinks that her sister's 
son can do better than marry her companion. It's a 
matter of course she should think so. What I am 
most afraid of is that the dean and Mrs. Greystock 
should think so too." 

No doubt the dean and Mrs. Greystock would think 
so : — Lady Fawn was very sure of that. Lady Fawn 
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was one of the best women breathing, — ^unselfish, 
motherly, affectionate, appreciative, and never happy 
unless she was doing good to somebody. It was her 
nature to be soft, and kind, and beneficent. But she 
knew very well that if she had had a son, — a second 
son, — situated as was Frank Greystock, she would not 
wish him to marry a girl without a penny, who was 
forced to earn her bread by being a governess. The 
sacrifice on Mr. Greystock's part would, in her esti- 
mation, be so great, that she did not believe that it 
would be made. Woman-like, she regarded the man 
as being so much more important than the woman, that 
she could not think that Frank Greystock would devote 
himself simply to such a one as Lucy Morris. Had 
Lady Fawn been asked which was the better creature 
of the two, her late governess or the rising barrister 
who had declared himself to be that governess's lover, 
she would have said that no man could be better than 
Lucy. She knew Lucy's worth and goodness so well 
that she was ready herself to do any act of friendship 
on behalf of one so sweet and excellent. For herself 
and her girls Lucy was a companion and friend in 
every way satisfactory. But was it probable that a 
man of the world, such as was Frank Greystock, a 
rising man, a member of Parliament, one who, as 
everybody knew, was especially in want of money, — 
was it probable that such a man as this would make 
her his wife just because she was good, and worthy, 
and sweet-natured P IS^o doubt the man had said that 
he would do so, — and Lady Fawn's fears betrayed on 
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her ladyship's part a very bad opinion of men in 
general. It may seem to be a paradox to assert that 
such bad opinion sprung from the high idea which she 
entertained of the importance of men in general ; — but 
it was so. She had but one son, and of all her children 
he was the least worthy ; but he was more important 
to her than all her daughters. Between her own 
girls and Lucy she hardly made any difference ; — ^but 
when her son had chosen to quarrel with Lucy, it had 
been necessary to send Lucy to eat her meals up-stairs. 
She could not believe that Mr. Greystock should think 
so much of such a little girl as to marry her. Mr. 
Greystock would no doubt behave very badly in not 
doing so ; — but then men do so often behave very 
badly ! And at the bottom of her heart she almost 
thought that they might be excused for doing so. 
According to her view of things, a man out in the 
world had so many things to think of, and was so very 
important, that he could hardly be expected to act at 
all times with truth and sincerity. 

Lucy had suggested that the dean and Mrs. Grey- 
stock would dislike the marriage, and upon that hint 
Lady Fawn spoke. " Nothing is settled, I suppose, as 
to where you are to go when the six months are over P" 

"Nothing as yet, Lady Fawn." 

" They haven't asked you to go to Bobsborough P " 

Lucy would have given the world not to blush as 
she answered, but she did blush. " Nothing is fixed, 
Lady Fawn." 

"Something should be fixed, Lucy. It should be 
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settled by this time ; — ^shouldn't it, dear ? What will 
you do without a home, if at the end of the six months 
Lady Linlithgow should say that she doesn't want 
you any more?" 

Lucy certainly did not look forward to a condition in 
which Lady Linlithgow should be the arbitress of her 
destiny. The idea of staying with the countess was 
almost as bad to her as that of finding herself alto- 
gether homeless. She was still blushing, feeling her- 
self to be hot and embarrassed. But Lady Fawn sat, 
waiting for an answer. To Lucy there was only one 
answer possible. *' I will ask Mr. Greystock what I 
am to do." Lady Fawn shook her head. "You 
don't believe in Mr. Greystock, Lady Fawn; but I 
do." 

"My darling girl," said her ladyship, making the 
special speech for the sake of making which she had 
travelled up from Richmond, — "it is not exactly a 
question of belief, but one of common prudence. No 
girl should allow herself to depend on a man before 
she is married to him. By doing so she will be apt 
to lose even his respect." 

" I didn't mean for money," said Lucy, hotter than 
ever, with her eyes full of tears. 

" She should not be in any respect at his disposal till 
he has bound himself to her at the altar. You may 
believe me, Lucy, when I tell you so. It is only be- 
cause I love you so that I say so." 

" I know that. Lady Fawn." 

"When your time here is over, just put up your 
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things and come back to Richmond. You need fear 
nothing with us. Frederic quite liked your way of 
parting with him at last^ and all that little affair is 
forgotten. At Fawn Court you'll be safe; and you 
shall be happy too, if we can make you happy. It's 
the proper place for you." 

''Of course you'll come," said Diana Fawn. 

"You'll be the worst little thing in the world if 
you don't," said Lydia. "We don't know what to 
do without you. Do we, mamma ? " 

" Lucy will please us all by coming back to her old 
home," said Lady Fawn. The tears were now stream- 
ing down Lucy's face, so that she was hardly able 
to say a word in answer to all this kindness. And she 
did not know what word to say. Were she to accept 
the offer made to her, and acknowledge that she could 
do nothing better than creep back under her old friend's 
wing, — would she not thereby be showing that she 
doubted her lover ? And yet she could not go to the 
dean's house unless the dean and his wife were pleased 
to take her; and, suspecting as she did, that they 
would not be pleased, would it become her to throw 
upon her lover the burthen of finding for her a 
home with people who did not want her P Had she 
been welcome at Bobsborough, Mrs. Greystock would 
surely have so told her before this. " You needn't say 
a word, my dear," said Lady Fawn. " You'll come, 
and there's an end of it." 

"But you don't want me any more," said Lucy, 
from amidst her sobs. 
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"That's just all that you know about it," said 
Lydia. " We do want you, — more than anything." 

" I wonder whether I may come in now," said Lady 
Linlithgow, entering the room. As it was the coun- 
tess's own drawing-room, as it was now mid-winter, 
and as the fire in the dining-room had been allowed, 
as was usual, to sink almost to two hot coals, the re- 
quest was not unreasonable. Lady Fawn was profuse 
in her thanks, and immediately began to accoimt for 
Lucy's tears, pleading their dear friendship, and their 
long absence, and poor Lucy's emotional state of mind. 
Then she took her leave, and Lucy, as soon as she 
had been kissed by her friends outside the drawing- 
room door, took herself to her bedroom, and finished 
her tears in the cold. 

" Have you heard the news P" said Lady Linlithgow 
to her companion about a month after this. Lady 
Linlithgow had been out, and asked the question im- 
mediately on her return. Lucy, of course, had heard 
no news. "Lizzie Eustace has just come back to 
London, and has had all her jewels stolen on the 
road." 

"The diamonds?" asked Lucy, with amaze. 

" Yes, — the Eustace diamonds ! And they didn't 
belong to her any more than they did to you. They've 
been taken, anyway ; and from what I hear I shouldn't 
be at all surprised if she had arranged the whole matter 
herself." 

"Arranged that they should be stolen P" 

" Just that, my dear. It would be the very thing 
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fuJ* \ht\^ Miwtttoo to do. 8ho'« clever enough for anj-- 
thliijr." 

•Miuf, Ludy Linlithgow " 

*^ I know hU about that. Of course, it would be 
\w^ wiokcxl, ftud if it were found out she'd be put ia 
Iho dook and tried for her life. It is just what I ex- 
|)<iol nhii'U oonto to Momo of these days. She has gone 
I4nd y(}t up a fViondship with some disreputable people, 
liud WI4M tmvoUing with them. There was a man 
who ()(4lU lu'niMolf Lord George de Bruce Carruthers. 
T know hint, und can remember when he was errand- 
boy to a diwroputiiblo lawyer at Aberdeen." This 
IIMH<;)}*tlou wnM x\ fttlciohood on the part of the countess ; 
Lohl U^oi'H^o had never been an errand-boy, and the 
Ab^inli^r^n lawyer, — as provincial Scotch lawyers go, — 
Imd br^t^u by no means disreputable. " I'm told tliat 
\\\P pMllo»^ iliink that he has got them." 

♦* How viiry dreadful I" 

II Y|J« I -it'H dreadful enough. At any rate, men got 
Into LImkIo'k room at night and took away the iron box 
aud dltttno»d« and all. It maybe she was asleep at the 
\\\\\^ [-—.ImiI who's one of those who pretty nearly always 
«Wt*p with one eye open." 

" Hhn OMn*t bo so bad as that, Lady Linlithgow." 

•* IVrhnpw not. "We shall see. They had just begun 
a Ittwwtu't nbout the diamonds, — to get them back. 
And ihon all at once, — they're stolen. It looks what 
tho men call — llshy. I'm told that all the police in 
London nro up about it." 

On tho very next day who should come to Brook 
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Street, but Lizzie Eustace herself. She and her aunt 
had quarrelled, and they hated each other ; — but the 
old woman had called upon Lizzie, advising her, as the 
reader wiU perhaps remember, to give up the diamonds, 
and now Lizzie returned the visit. "So you're here, 
installed in poor Macnulty's place,'' began Lizzie to 
her old friend, the countess at the moment being out 
of the room. 

« I am staying with your aunt for a few months,— 
as her companion. Is it true, Lizzie, that all your dia- 
monds have been stolen P" Lizzie gave an account of 
the robbery, true in every respect, except in regard to 
the contents of the box. Poor Lizzie had been wronged 
in that matter by the countess, for the robbery had 
been quite genuine. The man had opened her room 
and taken her box, and she had slept through it all. 
And then the broken box had been found, and was 
in the hands of the police, and was evidence of the 
fact. 

"People seem to think it possible," said Lizzie, 
"that Mr. Camperdown the lawyer arranged it all." 
As this suggestion was being made Lady Linlithgow 
came in, and then Lizzie repeated the whole story of 
the robbery. Though the aunt and niece were open 
and declared enemies, the present circumstances were 
so peculiar and full of interest that conversation, for 
a time almost amicable, took place between them. " As 
the diamonds were so valuable, I thought it right. Aunt 
Susanna, to come and tell you myself." , 

"It's very good of you, but I'd heard it already. 
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I was telling Miss Morris yesterday what very odd 
things there are being said about it." 

" Weren't you very much frightened P " asked 
Lucy. 

" You see, my child, I knew nothing about it till it 
was all over. The man cut the bit out of the door 
in the most beautiful way, without my ever hearing 
the least sound of the saw." 

** And you that sleep so light," fiaid the countess. 

** They say that perhaps something was put into the 
wine at dinner to make me sleep." 

**Ah," ejaculated the countess, who did not for a 
moraeut give up her own erroneous suspicion ; — " very 
likely." 

*^ And they do say these people can do things without 
making the slightest tittle of noise. At any rate, the 
box was gone." 

<< And the diamonds ?" asked Lucy. 

<< Oh yes j — of course. And now there is such a 
Aiaa about it ! The police keep on coming to me almost 
evwy day," 

<< And what do the police think P" asked Lady Lin- 
lithgow. ** I'm told that they have their suspicions." 

** No doubt they have their suspicions," said Lizzie. 

** You travelled up with friends, I suppose." 

** Oh yea, — with Lord George de Bruce Carruthers ; 
and with Mrs. Carbuncle, — who is my particular 
friend, and with Lucinda Broanoke, who is just going 
to be married to Sir GriflBn Tewett. We were quite a 
large party." 
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" And Macnulty ?" 

"No. I left Miss Macnulty at Portray with my 
darling. They thought he had better remain a little 
longer in Scotland." 

" Ah yes ; — ^perhaps Lord George de Bruce Carru- 
thers does not care for babies. I can easily believe 
that. I wish Macnulty had been with you." 

" Why do you wish that P" said Lizzie, who already 
was beginning to feel that the countess intended, as 
usual, to make herself disagreeable. 

" She's a stupid, dull, pig-headed creature ; but one 
can believe what she says." - 

" And don't you believe what I say P" demanded 
Lizzie. 

"It's all true, no doubt, that the diamonds are 
gone." 

« Indeed it is." 

"But I don't know much about Lord George de 
Bruce Carruthers." 

"He's the brother of a marquis, anyway," said 
Lizzie, who thought that she might thus best answer 
the mother of a Scotch earl. 

" I remember when he was plain George Carruthers, 
running about the streets of Aberdeen, and it was well 
with him when his shoes weren't broken at the toes 
and down at heel. . He earned his bread then, such as 
it was ; nobody knows how he gets it now. Why does 
he call himself de Bruce, I wonder." 

" Because his godfathers and godmothers gave him 
that name when he was made a child of Christ, and an 
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inheritor of the kingdom of heaven," said "Lizzie, ever 
80 pertly. 

" I don't believe a bit of it." 

" I wasn't there to see, Aunt Susanna ; and therefore 
I can't swear to it. That's his name in all the peer- 
ages, and I suppose they ought to know." 

" And what does Lord George de Bruce say about the 
diamonds P" 

Now it had come to pass that Lady Eustace herself 
did not feel altogether sure that Lord George had not 
had a hand in this robbery. It would have been a 
trick worthy of a genuine Corsair to arrange and carry 
out such a scheme for the appropriation of so rich a 
spoil. A watch or a brooch would, of course, be 
beneath the notice of a good genuine Corsair, — of a 
Corsair who was written down in the peerage as a mar- 
quis's brother ; — but diamonds worth ten thousand 
pounds are not to be had every day. A Corsair must 
live, and if not by plunder rich as that, — ^how then ? 
If Lord George had concocted this little scheme, he 
would naturally be ignorant of the true event of the 
robbery till ho should meet the humble executors of his 
design, and would, as Lizzie thought, have remained 
unaware of the truth till his arrival in London. That 
he had been ignorant of the truth during the journey 
was evident to her. But they had now been three 
days in London, during which she had seen him once. 
At that interview he had been sullen, and almost cross, 
— and had said next to nothing about the robbery. 
He made but one remark about it. "I have told the 
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chief man here," he said, " that I shall be ready to 
give any evidence in my power when called upon. 
Till then I shall take no further steps in the matter, 
I have been asked questions that should not have been 
asked." In saying this he had used a tone which pre- 
vented further conversation on the subject, but Lizzie, 
as she thought of it all, remembered his jocular remark, 
made in the railway carriage, as to the suspicion which 
had already been expressed on the matter in regard to 
himself. If he had been the perpetrator, and had then 
found he had only stolen the box, how wonderful 
would be the mystery! "He hasn't got anything 
to say," replied Lizzie to the question of the 
countess. 

" And who is your Mrs. Carbuncle ?" asked the old 
woman. 

" A particular friend of mine with whom I am stay- 
ing at present. You don't go about a great deal, Aunt 
Linlithgow, but surely you must have met Mrs. Car- 
buncle." 

" I'm an ignorant old woman, no doubt. My dear, 
I'm not at all surprised at your losing your diamonds. 
The pity is that they weren't your own." 

" They were my own." 

"The loss will fall on you, no doubt, because the 
Eustace people will make you pay for them. You will 
have to give up half^your jointure for your life. That's 
what it will come to. To think of your travelling 
about with those things in a box ! " 

" They were my own, and I had a right to do what 
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I liked with them. Nobody accuses you of taking 
them." 

"That's quite true. Nobody will accuse me. I 
suppose Lord George has left England for the benefit 
of his health. It would not at all surprise me if I were 
to hear that Mrs. Carbuncle had followed him ; — not in 
the least." 

"You're just like yourself, Aunt Susanna," said 
Lizzie, getting up and taking her leave. " Good-bye, 
Lucy, — I hope you're happy and comfortable here. 
Do you ever see a certain friend of ours now ?" 

"If you mean Mr. Greystock, I haven't seen 
him since I left Fawn Court," said Lucy with 
dignity. 

When Lizzie was gone, Lady Linlithgow spoke her 
mind freely about her niece. " Lizzie Eustace won't 
come to any good. When I heard that she was en- 
gaged to that prig. Lord Fawn, I had some hopes that 
she might be kept out of harm. That's all over, of 
course. When he heard about the necklace he wasn't 
going to put his neck into that scrape. But now she's 
getting among such a set that nothing can save her. 
She has taken to hunting, and rides about the country 
like a mad woman." 

" A great many ladies hunt," said Lucy. 

" And she's got hold of this Lord George, and of 
that horrid American woman that nobody knows any- 
thing about. They've got the diamonds between them, 
I don't doubt. I'll bet you sixpence that the police 
find out all about it, and that there is some terrible 
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scandal. The diamonds were no more hers than they 
were mine, and she'll be made to pay for them/' 

The necklace, the meanwhile, was still locked up in 
Lizzie's desk, — with a patent Bramah key, — in Mrs. 
Carbuncle's house, and was a terrible trouble to our 
unhappy friend. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

MATCHING PRIORY. 

Before the end of January everybody in London had 
heard of the great robbery at Carlisle, — and most 
people had heard also that there was something very- 
peculiar in the matter,—- something more than a rob- 
bery. Various rumours were afloat. It had become 
widely known that the diamonds were to be the subject 
of litigation between the young widow and the trus- 
tees of the Eustace estate ; and it was known also 
that Lord Fawn had engaged himself to marry the 
widow, and had then retreated from his engagement 
simply on account of this litigation. There were strong 
parties formed in the matter, — whom we may call 
Lizzieites and anti-Lizzieites. The Lizzieites were of 
opinion that poor Lady Eustace was being very ill- 
treated ; — ^that the diamonds did probably belong to 
her, and that Lord Fawn, at any rate, clearly ought to 
be her own. It was worthy of remark that these Liz- 
zieites were all of them Conservatives. Frank Grey- 
stock had probably set the party on foot ; — and it was 
natural that political opponents should believe that a 
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noble young Under-Secretary of State on the liberal 
side, — such as Lord Fawn, had misbehaved himself. 
When the matter at last became of such importance as 
to demand leading articles in the newspapers, those 
journals which had devoted themselves to upholding 
the conservative politicians of the day were very heavy 
indeed upon Lord Fawn. The whole force of the Go- 
vernment, however, was anti-Lizzieite ; and as the 
controversy advanced, every good Liberal^ became 
aware that there was nothing so wicked, so rapacious, 
so bold, or so cunning but that Lady Eustace might 
have done it, or caused it to be done, without delay, 
without difficulty, and without scruple. Lady Glencora 
Palliser for a while endeavoured to defend Lizzie in 
liberal circles, — from generosity rather than from any 
real belief, and instigated, perhaps, by a feeling that 
any woman in society who was capable of doing any- 
thing extraordinary ought to be defended. But even 
Lady Glencora was forced to abandon her generosity, 
and to confess, on behalf of her party, that Lizzie 
Eustace was a very wicked young woman, indeed. All 
this, no doubt, gi'ew out of the diamonds, and chiefly 
arose from the robbery ; but there had been enough 
of notoriety attached to Lizzie before the afiair at 
Carlisle to make people fancy that they had under- 
stood her character long before that. 

The party assembled at Matching Priory, a country 
house belonging to Mr. Palliser in which Lady Glen- 
cora took much delight, was not large, because Mr. 
Palliser's uncle, the Duke of Onmium, who was with 
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them, was now a very old man, and one who did not 
like very large gatherings of people. Lord and Lady 
Chiltern were there,— that Lord Chiltem who had been 
known so long and so well in the hunting-counties of 
England, and that Lady Chiltem who had been so 
popular in London as the beautiful Violet Effingham ; 
and Mr. and Mrs. Grey were there, very particular 
friends of Mr. Palliser's. Mr. Grey was now sitting 
for the borough of Silverbridge, in which the Duke of 
Omnium was still presumed to have a controlling in- 
fluence, in spite of all B/cform bills, and Mrs. Grey was 
in some distant way connected with Lady Glencora. 
And Madame Max Goesler was there, — a lady whose 
society was still much aflected by the old duke ; and Mr. 
and Mrs. Bonteen, — ^who had been brought there, not, 
perhaps, altogether because they were greatly loved, 
but in order that the gentleman's services might be 
made available by Mr. Falliser in reference to some 
great reform about to be introduced in monetary mat- 
ters. Mr. Palliser, who was now Chancellor of the 
Exchequer, was intending to alter the value of the 
penny. Unless the work should be too much for him, 
and he should die before he had accomplished the 
self-imposed task, the future penny was to be made, 
under his auspices, to contain five farthings, and the 
shilling ten pennies. It was thought that if this could 
be accomplished, the arithmetic of the whole world 
would be so simplified that henceforward the name 
of Palliser would be blessed by all school-boys, clerks, 
shopkeepers, and financiers. But the difficulties were 
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so great that Mr. Palliser's hair was already grey from 
toil, and his shoulders bent by the burthen imposed 
upon them. Mr. Bonteen, with two private secretaries 
from the Treasury, was now at Matching to assist Mr. 
Palliser ; — and it was thought that both Mr. and Mrs; 
Bonteen were near to madness under the pressure of 
the five-farthing penny. Mr. Bonteen had remarked 
to many of his political friends that those two extra 
farthings that could not be made to go into the shil* 
ling would put him into his cold grave before the 
world would know what he had done, — or had re- 
warded him for it with a handle to his name, and a 
pension. Lord Fawn was also at Matching, — a sug- 
gestion having been made to Lady Glencora by some 
leading Liberals that he should be supported in his 
difficulties by her hospitality. 

The mind of Mr. Palliser himself was too deeply en- 
gaged to admit of its being interested in the great 
necklace affair ; but, of all the others assembled, there 
was not one who did not listen anxiously for news on 
the subject. As regarded the old duke, it had been 
found to be quite a godsend ; and from post to post 
as the facts reached Matching they were communicated 
to him. And, indeed, there were some there who 
would not wait for the post, but had the news about 
poor Lizzie's diamonds down by the wires. The matter 
was of the greatest moment to Lord Fawn, and Lady 
Glencora was, perhaps, justified, on his behalf, in de- 
manding a preference for her affairs over the messages 
which were continually passing between Matching and 
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the Treasury respecting those two ill-conditioned 
farthings. 

" Duke," she said, entering rather abruptly the small 
warm luxurious room in which her husband's uncle 
was passing his morning, " duke, they say now that 
after all the diamonds were not in the box when it was 
taken out of the room at Carlisle." The duke was re- 
clining in an easy-chair, with his head leaning forward 
on his breast, and Madame Goesler was reading to him. 
It was now three o'clock, and the old man had been 
brought down to this room after his breakfast. Madame 
Goesler was reading the last famous new novel, and 
the duke was dozing. That, probably, was the fault 
neither of the reader nor of the novelist ; as the duke 
was wont to doze in these days. But Lady Glencora's 
tidings awakened him completely. She had the tele- 
gram in her hand, — so that he could perceive that 
the very latest news was brought to him. 

"The diamonds not in the box!" he said, — ^push- 
ing his head a little more forward in his eagerness, 
and sitting with the extended fingers of his two hands 
touching each other. 

"Barrington Erie says that Major Mackintosh is 
almost sure the diamonds were not there." Major 
Mackintosh was an officer very high in the police 
force, whom everybody trusted implicitly, and as to 
whom the outward world believed that he could dis- 
cover the perpetrators of any iniquity, if he would only 
take the trouble to look into it. Such was the pressing 
nature of his duties that he found himself compelled in 
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one way or another to give up about sixteen hours a 
day to them ; — but the outer world accused him of 
idleness. There was nothing he couldn't find out ; — 
only he would not give himself the trouble to find out 
all the things that happened. Two or three news- 
papers had already been very hard upon him in regard 
to the Eustace diamonds. Such a mystery as that, 
they said, he ought to have unravelled long ago. That 
he had not unravelled it yet was quite certain. 

" The diamonds not in the box !" said the duke. 

" Then she must have known it,*' said Madame 
Goesler. 

" That doesn't quite follow, Madame Max," said 
Lady Glencora, 

"But why shouldn't the diamonds have been in the 
box ?" asked the duke. As this was the first intimation 
given to Lady Glencora of any suspicion that the dia- 
monds had not been taken with the box, and as this 
had been received by telegraph, she could not answei 
the duke's question with any clear exposition of her 
own. She put up her hands and shook her head. 
" What does Plantagenet think about it ?" asked the 
duke. Plantagenet Palliser was the full name of the 
duke's nephew and heir. The duke's mind was 
evidently much disturbed. 

"He doesn't think that either the box or the dia- 
monds were ever worth five farthings," said Lady 
Glencora. 

"The diamonds not in the box!" repeated the duke 
"Madame Max, do you believe that the diamonds were 
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not ia the boxP'^ Madame Goeslcr shrugged her 
shoulders and made no answer ; but the shrugging 
of her shoulders was quite satisfactory to the duke, 
who always thought that Madame Goesler did every- 
thing better than anybody else. Lady Glencora stayed 
with her imcle for the best part of an hour, and every 
word spoken was devoted to Lizzie and her neck- 
lace ; but as this new idea had been broached, and as 
they had no other information than that conveyed in 
the telegram, very little light could be thrown upon it. 
But on the next morning there came a letter from 
Barrington Erie to Lady Glencora, which told so much, 
and hinted so much more, that it will be well to give 
it to the reader. 

** Travellers', 29th Jan., 186— 

"My dear Lady Glencjora, 

" I hope you got my telegram yesterday. I had 
just seen Mackintosh, — on whose behalf, however, I 
must say that he told me as little as he possibly could. 
It is leaking out, however, on every side, that the 
police believe that when the box was taken out of the 
room at CarUsle, the diamonds were not in it. As far 
as I can learn, they ground this suspicion on the fact 
that they cannot trace the stones. They say that, if 
such a lot of diamonds had been through the thieves' 
market in London, they wOuld have left some track 
behind them. As far as I can judge. Mackintosh 
thinks that Lord George has them, but that her lady- 
ship gave them to him ; and that this little game of 
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the robbery at Carlisle was planned to put John Eus- 
tace and the lawyers off the scent. If it should turn 
out that the box was opened before it left Portray, that 
the door of her ladyship's room was cut by her lady- 
ship's self, or by his lordship with her ladyship's aid, 
and that the fragments of the box were carried out of 
the hotel by his lordship in person, it will altogether 
have been so delightful a plot, that all concerned in it 
ought to be canonised, — or, at least, allowed to keep 
their plunder. One of the old detectives told me that 
the opening of the box under the arch of the railway, 
in an exposed place, could hardly have been executed 
so neatly as was done ; — ^that no thief so situated would 
have given the time necessary to it ; and that, if there 
had been thieves at all at work, they would have been 
traced. Against this, there is the certain fact, — as I 
have heard from various men engaged in the inquiry,-^— 
that certain persons among the community of thieves 
are very much at loggerheads with each other, — the 
higher, or creative department in thiefdom, accusing 
the lower or mechanical department with gross 
treachery in having appropriated to its own sole profit 
plunder, for the taking of which it had imdertaken to 
receive a certain stipulated price. But then it may 
be the case that his lordship and her ladyship have set 
such a rumour abroad for the sake of putting the police 
off the scent. Upon the whole, the little mystery is 
quite deKghtful; and has put the ballot, and poor Mr. 
Palliser's five-farthinged penny, quite out of joint. 
Nobody now cares for anything except the Eustace 
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diamonds. Lord George, I am told, has offered to fight 
everybody or anybody, beginning with Lord Fawn, and 
ending with Major Mackintosh. Should he be inno- 
cent, which, of course, is possible, the thing must be 
annoying. I should not at all wonder myself, if it 
should turn out that her ladyship left them in Scotland. 
The place there, however, has been searched, in com- 
pKance with an order from the police and by her lady- 
ship's consent. 

" Don't let Mr. Palliser quite kill himself. I hope 
the Bonteen plan answers. I never knew a man who 
could find more farthings in a shilling than Mr. Bon- 
teen. Remember me very kindly to the duke, and pray 
enable poor Fawn to keep up his spirits. If ho likes 
to arrange a meeting with Lord George, I shall be only 
too happy to be his friend. You remember our last 
duel. Chiltem is with you, and can put Fawn up 
to the proper way of getting over to Flanders, — and of 
returning, should he chance to escape. 

" Yours always most faithfully, 

"Barrington Erle. 

*' Of course, I'll keep you posted in everything re- 
specting the necklace until you come to town your- 
self." 

The whole of this letter Glencora read to the duke, to 
Lady Chiltern, and to Madame Goesler; — and the 
principal contents of it she repeated to the entire com- 
pany. It was certainly the general belief at Matching 
that Lord George had the diamonds in his possession^ 
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-either with or without the assistance of their late fair 



possessor. 

The duke was struck with awe when he thought of 
all the circumstances. " The brother of a marquis ! *' 
he said to his nephew's wife. " It's such a disgrace to 
the peerage ! " 

"As for that, duke," said Lady Glencora, "the 
peerage is used to it by this time." 

" I never heard of such an affair as this before." 

" I don't see why the brother of a marquis shouldn't 
turn thief as well as anybody else. They say he 
hasn't got anything of his own; — and I suppose that 
is what makes men steal other people's property. Peers 
go into trade, and peeresses gamble on the Stock Ex- 
change. Peers become bankrupt and the sons of peers 
run away ; — just like other men. I don't see why all 
enterprises should not be open to them. But to think 
of that little purring cat, Lady Eustace, having been 
60 very — very clever! It makes me quite envious." 

All this took place in the morning ; — that is, about 
two o'clock ; but after dinner the subject became gene- 
ral. There might be some little reticence in regard to 
Lord Fawn's feelings, — ^but it was not sufficient to 
banish a subject so interesting from the minds and lips 
of the company. " The Tewett marriage is to come off, 
after all," said Mrs. Bon teen. "I've a letter from dear 
Mrs. Rutter, telling me so as a fact." 

" I wonder whether Miss Roanoke will be allowed to 
wear one or two of the diamonds at the wedding," sug- 
gested one of the private secretaries. 
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" Nobody will dare to wear a diamond at all next 
season," said Lady Glencora. " As for my own part I 
shan't think of having them out. I should always feel 
that I was being inspected/' 

"Unless they unravel the mystery/' said Madame 
Goesler. 

" I hope they won't do that," said Lady Glencora. 

" The play is too good to come to an end so soon. If 
we hear that Lord George is engaged to Lady Eustace, 
nothing, I suppose, can be done to stop the marriage." 

" Why shouldn't she marry if she pleases ? " asked 
Mr. Palliser. 

" I've not the slightest objection to her being mar- 
ried. I hope she will, with all my heart. I certainly 
think she should have her husband after buying him 
at such a price. I suppose Lord Fawn won't forbid 
the banns." These last words were only whispered to 
her next neighbour, Lord Chiltem ; but poor Lord Fawn 
saw the whisper, and was aware that it must have had 
reference to his condition. 

On the next morning there came further news. The 
police had asked permission from their occupants to 
search the rooms in which lived Lady Eustace and 
Lord George, aod in each case the permission had been 
refused. So said Barrington Erie in his letter to Lady 
Glencora. Lord George had told the applicant, very 
roughly, that nobody should touch an article belonging 
to him without a search-warrant. If any magistrate 
would dare to give such a warrant, l6t him do it. " I 
am told that Lord George acts the indignant madman 
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uncommonly well/' said Barrington Erie in his letter. 
As for poor Lizzie, she had fainted when the proposi- 
tion was made to her. The request was renewed as 

• 

soon as she had been brought to herself ; and then she 
refused, — on the advice, as she said, of her cousin, Mr. 
Greystock. Barrington Erie went on to say that the 
police were very much blamed. It was believed that 
no information could be laid before a magistrate suffi- 
cient to justify a search-warrant ; — and, in such cir- 
cumstances, no search should have been attempted. 
Such was the public verdict, as declared in Barrington 
Erie's last letter to Lady Glencora. 

Mr. Palliser was of opinion that the attempt to search 
the lady's house was iniquitous. Mr. Bonteen shook 
his head, and rather thought that, if he were Home 
Secretary, he would have had the search made. Lculy 
Chiltem said that, if policemen came to her, they might 
search everything she had in the world. Mrs. Grey 
reminded them that all they really knew of the imfor- 
tunate woman was, that her jewel-box had been stolen 
out of her bedroom at her hotel. Madame Goesler was 
of opinion that a lady who could carry such a boz about 
the country with her, deserved to have it stolen. Lord 
^awn felt himself obliged to confess that he agreed 
altogether with Madame Goesler. Unfortunately, he 
had been acquainted with the lady, and- now was con- 
strained to say that her conduct had been such as to 
justify the suspicions of the police. " Of course, we all 
suspect her," said Lady Glencora ; " and, of course, we 
suspect Lord George too, and Mrs. Carbimcle and Miss 
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Roanoke. But then, you know, if I were to lose my 
diamonds, people would suspect me just the same, — or 
perhaps Plantagenet. It is so delightful to think that 
a woman has stolen her own property, and put all the 
police into a state of ferment." Lord Chiltern declared 
himself to be heartily sick of the whole subject ; and 
Mr. Grey, who was a very just man, suggested that the 
evidence, as yet, against anybody, was very slight. 
" Of course, it's slight," said Lady Glencora. ** If it 
were more than slight, it would be just like any other 
robbery, and there would be nothing in it." On tho 
same morning Mrs. Bonteen received a second letter 
from her friend Mrs. Rutter. The Tewett marriage 
had been certainly broken off. Sir Griffin had been 
very violent, misbehaving himself grossly in Mrs. Car- 
buncle's house, and Miss Eoanoke had declared that, 
under no circumstances, would she ever speak to him 
again. It was Mrs. Rutter's opinion, however, that this 
violence had been " put on " by Sir Griffin, who was 
desirous of escaping from the marriage because of the 
affair of the diamonds. " He's very much bound up 
with Lord George," said Mrs. Rutter, " and is afraid 
that he may be implicated." 

" In my opinion he's quite right," said Lord Fawn. 

All these matteis were told to the duke by Lady 
Glencora and Madame Goesler in the recesses of his 
grace's private room ; for the duke was now infirm, and 
did not dine in company unless the day was very aus- 
picious to him. But in the evening he would creep 
into the drawing-room, and on this occasion he had a 
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word to say about the Eustace diamonds to every one 
in the room. It was admitted by them all that the 
robbery had been a godsend in the way of amusing the 
duke. " Wouldn't have her boxes searched, you know," 
said the duke; "that looks uncommonly suspicious. 
Perhaps, Lady Chiltern, we shall hear to-morrow morn- 
ing something more about it." 

" Poor dear duke," said Lady Chiltern to her hus- 
band. 

" Doting old idiot ! " he replied. 



CHAPTER XLVin, 



lizzie's condition. 



When such a man as Barrington Erie undertakes to 
send information to sucli a correspondent as Lady Glen- 
cora in reference to sucli a matter as Lady Eustace's 
diamonds, he is bound to be full rather than accurate. 
We may say, indeed, that perfect accuracy would be 
detrimental rather than otherwise, and would tend to 
disperse that feeling of mystery which is so gratifying. 
No suggestion had in truth been made to Lord George 
de Bruce Carruthers as to the searching of his lord- 
ship's boxes and desks. That very eminent detective 
officer, Mr. Bimfit, had, however, called upon Lord 
George more than once, and Lord George had declared 
very plainly that he did not like it. " If you'll have 
the kindness to explain to me what it is you want, I'll 
be much obliged to you," Lord George had said to Mr. 
Bunfit. 

" Well, my lord," said Bunfit, " what we want is 
these diamonds." 

" Do you believe that I've got them ? " 

'^ A man in my situation, my lord, never believes 
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anything. We has to suspect, but we never be- 
lieves." 

" You suspect that I stole them P " 

*' No, my lord ; — I didn't say that. But things are 
very queer; am't they?" The immediate object of 
Mr. Bunfit's visit on this morning had been to ascer- 
tain from Lord George whether it was true that his 
lordship had been with Messrs. Harter and Benjamin, 
the jewellers, on the morning after his arrival in town. 
No one from the police had as yet seen either Harter 
or Benjamin in connection with this robbery; but it 
may not be too much to say that the argus eyes of 
Major Mackintosh were upon Messrs. Harter and Ben- 
jamin's whole establishment, and it was believed that, 
if the jewels were in London, they were locked up in 
some box within that house. It was thought more than 
probable by Major Mackintosh and his myrmidons that 
the jewels were already at Hamburg ; and by this time, 
as the major had explained to Mr. Camperdown, every 
one of them might have been reset, — or even recut. 
But it was known that Lord George had been at the 
house of Messrs. Harter and Benjamin early on the 
morning after his return to town, and the ingenuous 
Mr. Bunfit, who, by reason of his situation, never 
believed anything and only suspected, had expressed 
a very strong opinion to Major Mackintosh that the 
necklace had in truth been transferred to the Jews on 
that morning. That there was nothing '^ too hot or too 
heavy," for Messrs. Harter and Benjamin was quite a 
creed with the police of the West-end of London. 
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Might it not be well to ask Lord George what he had 
to say about the visit ? Should Lord George deny 
the visit, such denial would go far to confirm Mr. 
Bunfit. The question was asked, and Lord George 
did not deny the visit. "Unfortunately, they hold 
acceptances of mine," said Lord George, "and I am 
often there/' " We know as they have your lordship's 
name to paper," said Mr. Bunfit, — thanking Lord 
George, however, for his courtesy. It may be under- 
stood that all this would be impleasant to Lord George, 
and that he should be indignant almost to madness. 

But Mr. Erie's information, though certainly defec- 
tive in regard to Lord George de Bruce Carruthers, 
had been more correct when he spoke of the lady. An 
interview that was very terrible to poor Lizzie did take 
place between her and Mr. Bunfit in Mrs. Carbuncle's 
house on Tuesday, the 30th of January. There had 
been many interviews between Lizzie and various mem- 
bers of the police force in reference to the diamonds, 
but the questions put to her had always been asked on 
the supposition that she might have mislaid the neck- 
lace. Was it not possible that she might have thought 
that she locked it up, but have omitted to place it in 
the box ? As long as these questions had reference to 
a possible oversight in Scotland, — to some carelessness 
which she might have committed on the night before 
she left her home, — Lizzie upon the whole seemed 
rather to like the idea. It certainly was possible. 
She believed thoroughly that the diamonds had been 
locked by her in the box, — ^but she acknowledged that 
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it might be the case that they had been left on one side. 
This had happened when the police first began to sus- 
pect that the necklace had not been in the box when it 
was carried out of the Carlisle hotel, but before it had 
occurred to them that Lord George had been concerned . 
in the robbery, and possibly Lady Eustace herself. Men 
had been sent down from London, of course at consi- 
derable expense, and Portray Castle had been searched, 
with the consent of its owner, from the weathercock 
to the foundation-stone, — ^much to the consternation of 
Miss Macnulty, and to the delight of Andy Gowran. 
No trace of the diamonds was found, and Lizzie had so 
far fraternised with the police. But when Mr. Bunfit 
called upon her, perhaps for the fifth or sixth time, and 
suggested that he should be allowed, with the assist- 
ance of the female whom he had left behind him in the 
hall, to search all her ladyship's boxes, drawers, presses, 
and receptacles in London, the thing took a very dif- 
ferent aspect. " You see, my lady," said Mr. Bunfit, 
excusing the peculiar nature of his request, " it may 
have got anywhere among your ladyship's things, 
unbeknownst." Lady Eustace and Mrs. Carbuncle 
were at the time sitting together, and Mrs. Carbuncle 
was the first to protest. If Mr. Bunfit thought that 
he was going to search her things, Mr. Bunfit was very 
much mistaken. What she had suffered about this 
necklace no man or woman knew, — and she meant that 
there should be an end to it. It was her opinion that 
the police should have discovered every stone of it days 
and days ago. At any rate, her house was her own, 
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and she gave Mr. Bunfit to understand that his re- 
peated visits were not agreeable to her. But when 
Mr. Bunfit, without showing the slightest displeasure 
at the evil things said of him, suggested that the search 
should be confined to the rooms used exclusively by- 
Lady Eustace, Mrs. Carbuncle absolutely changed her 
views, and recommended that he should be allowed to 
have his way. 

At that moment the condition of poor Lizzie Eus- 
tace was very sad. He who recounts these details has 
scorned to have a secret between himself and his 
readers. The diamonds were at this moment locked up 
within Lizzie's desk. For the last three weeks they 
had been there, — if it may not be more truly said 
that they were lying heavily on her heart. For three 
weeks had her mind with constant stretch been work- 
ing on that point, — whither should she take the dia- 
monds, and what should she do with them? A 
certain very wonderful strength she did possess, or she 
could not have endured the weight of so terrible an 
anxiety ; but from day to day the thing became worse 
and worse with her, as gradually she perceived that 
suspicion was attached to herself. Should she confide 
the secret to Lord George, or to Mrs. Carbuncle, or to 
Frank Greystock P She thought she could have borne 
it all, if only some one would have borne it with her. 
But when the moments came in which such confidence 
might be made, her courage failed her. Lord George 
she saw frequently, but he was tmsympathetio and 
almost rough with her. She knew that he also was 
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suspected^ and she was almost disposed to think that 
he had planned the robbery. If it were so, if the rob- 
bery had been his handiwork, it was not singular that 
he should be unsympathetic with the owner and pro- 
bable holder of the prey which he had missed. Never- 
theless Lizzie thought that if he would have been soft 
with her, like a dear, good, genuine Corsair, for half 
an hour, she would have told him all, and placed the 
necklace in his hands. And there were moments in 
which she almost resolved to tell her secret to Mrs. 
Carbuncle. She had stolen nothing ; — so she averred 
to herself. She had intended only to defend and save 
her own property. Even the lie that she had told, and 
the telling of which was continued from day to day, 
had in a measure been forced upon her by circum- 
stances. She thought that Mrs. Carbuncle would sym- 
pathize with her in that feeling which had prevented 
her from speaking the truth, when first the fact of the 
robbery was made known to herself in her own bed- 
room. Mrs. Carbuncle was a lady who told many lies, 
as Lizzie well knew, — and surely could not be horrified 
at a lie told in such circumstances. Sut it was not in 
Lizzie's nature to trust a woman. Mrs. Carbuncle 
would tell Lord George, — ^and that would destroy 
everything. When she thought of confiding everything 
to her cousin, it was always in his absence. The idea 
became dreadful to her as soon as he was present. She 
could not dare to own to him that she had sworn falsely 
to the magistrate at Carlisle. And so the burthen had 
to be borne, increasing every hour in weighty and the 
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poor creature's back was not broad enough to bear it. 
She thought of the necklace every waking minute, and 
dreamed of it when she slept. She could not keep her- 
self from unlocking her desk and looking at it twenty 
times a day, although she knew the peril of such 
nervous solicitude. If she could only rid herself of it 
altogether, she was sure now that she would do so. 
She would throw it into the ocean fathoms deep, if only 
she could find herself alone upon the ocean. But she 
felt that, let her go where she might, she would be 
watched. She might declare to-morrow her intention 
of going to Ireland, — or, for that matter, to America. 
But, were she to do so, some horrid policeman would be 
on her track. The iron box had been a terrible nui- 
sance to her ; — ^but the iron box had been as nothing 
compared to the necklace locked up in her desk. From 
day to day she meditated a plan of taking the thing 
out into the streets, and dropping it in the dark ; but 
she was sure that, were she to do so, some one would 
have watched her while she dropped it. She was 
unwilling to trust her old friend Mr. Benjamin ; but in 
these days her favourite scheme was to offer the dia- 
monds for sale to him at some very low price. If he 
would help her they might surely be got out of their 
present hiding-place into his hands. Any man would 
be powerful to help, if there were any man whom she 
could trust. In furtherance of this scheme she went 
so far as to break a brooch, — a favourite brooch of her 
own, — in order that she might have an excuse for 
calling at the jewellers'. But even this she postponed 
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from day to day. Circumstances, as they had occurred, 
had taught her to believe that the police could not 
insist on breaking open her desk unless some evidenoe 
could be brought against her. There was no evidence, 
and her desk was so far safe. But the same circum- 
stances had made her understand that she was already 
suspected of some intrigue with reference to the dia- 
monds, — though of what she was suspected she did 
not clearly perceive. As far as she could divine the 
thoughts of her enemies, they did not seem to suppose 
that the diamonds were in her possession. It seemed 
to be believed by those enemies that they had passed 
into the hands of Lord George. As long as her enemies 
were on a scent so false, might it not be best that she 
should remain quiet P 

But all the ingenuity, the concentrated force, and 
trained experience of the police of London would surely 
be too great and powerful for her in the long-run. 
She could not hope to keep her secret and the diamonds 
till they should acknowledge themselves to be baffled. 
And then she was aware of a morbid desire on her own 
part to tell the secret, — of a desire that amounted 
almost to a disease. It would soon burst her bosom 
open, unless she could share her knowledge with some 
one. And yet, as she thought of it all, she told herself 
that she had no friend so fast and true as to justify such 
confidence. She was ill with anxiety, and, — worse 
than that, — Mrs. Carbimcle knew that she was ill. It 
was acknowledged between them that this afiair of 
the necklace was so terrible as to make a woman ill. 
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Mrs. Garbimcle at present had been gracious enough to 
admit so much as that. But might it not be probable 
that Mrs. Carbuncle would come to suspect that she 
did not know the whole secret P Mrs. Carbuncle had 
already^ on more than one occasion, said a little word 
or two which had been unpleasant. 

Such was Lizzie's condition when Mr. Bunfit came, 
with his authoritative request to be allowed to inspect 
Lizzie's boxes, — and when Mrs. Carbuncle, having 
secured her own privacy, expressed her opinion that 
Mr. Bunfit should be allowed to do as he desired. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

BUNFIT AND GAGER. 

As soon as the words were out of Mrs. Carbuncle's 
mouthy — those ill-natured words In which she ex- 
pressed her assent to Mr. Bunfit's proposition that a 
search should be made after the diamonds among all 
the possessions of Lady Eustace which were now lodged 
in her own house^ — ^poor Lizzie's courage deserted her 
entirely. She had been very courageous ; for, though 
her powers of endurance had sometimes nearly de- 
serted her, though her heart had often failed her, 
still she had gone on and had endured and been 
silent. To endure and to be silent in her position 
did require great courage. She was all alone in her 
misery, and could see no way out of it. The diamonds 
were heavy as a load of lead within her bosom. And 
yet she had persevered. Now, as she heard Mrs. Car- 
buncle's words, her courage failed her. There came 
some obstruction in her throat, so that she could not 
speak. She felt as though her heart were breaking. 
She put out both her hands and could not draw them 
back again. She knew that she was betraying herself 
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by her weakness. She could just hear the man ex- 
plainiiig that the search was merely a thing of cere- 
mony, — just to satisfy everybody that there was no 
mistake; — and then she fainted. So far, Barrington 
Erie was correct in the information given by him 
to Lady Glencora. She pressed one hand against her 
heart, gasped for breath, and then fell back upon 
the sofa. Perhaps she could have done nothing bettei*. 
Had the fainting been counterfeit, the measure would 
have shown ability. Sut the fainting was altogether 
true. Mrs. Carbuncle first, and then Mr. Bunfit, 
hurried from their seats to help her. To neither of 
them did it occur for a moment that the fit was false. 

"The whole thing has been too much for her,*' 
said Mrs. Carbuncle severely, ringing the bell at the 
same time for further aid. 

"No doubt, — mmn; no doubt. We has to see a 
deal of this sort of thing. Just a little air if you 
please, mum, — and as much water as 'd go to christen 
a babby. That's always best, mum.'' 

"If you'll have the kindness to stand on one 
side," said Mrs. Carbuncle, as she stretched Lizzie on 
the sofa. 

" Certainly, mmn,'' said Bunfit, standing erect by 
the wall, but not showing the slightest disposition to 
leave the room. ' 

" You had better go," said Mrs. Carbuncle, — loudly 
and very severely. 

" I'll just stay and see her come to, mum. I won't 
do her a morsel of harm, mum. Sometimes they 
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faints at the very fust sight of such as we ; but we has 
to bear it. A little more air, if you could, mum ; — and 
just dash the water on in drops like. They feels 
a drop more than they would a bucketful, — and then 
when they comes to they hasn't to change theirselves." 

Sunfit's advice, founded on much experience, was 
good, and Lizzie gradually came to herself and opened 
her eyes. She immediately clutched at her breast 
feeling for her key. She found it unmoved, but 
before her finger had recognised the touch, her quick 
mind had told her how wrong the movement had 
been. It had been lost upon Mrs. Carbuncle, but not 
on Mr. Bunfit. He did not at once think that she 
had the diamonds in her desk; but he felt almost 
sure that there was something in her possession, — 
probably some document, — which, if found, would 
place him on the track of the diamonds. But he 
could not compel a search. " Your ladyship '11 soon 
be better," said Bunfit graciously. Lizzie endeavoured 
to smile as she expressed her assent to this proposition. 
" As I was a saying to the elder lady " 

" Saying to who, sir P " exclaimed Mrs. Carbuncle, 
rising up in wrath. " Elder, indeed ! " 

"As I was a venturing to explain, these fits of 
fainting come often in our way. Thieves, mum, — 
that is, the regulars, — don't mind us a bit, and the 
women is more hardeneder than the men ; but when 
we has to speak to a lady, it is so often that she goes 
ofi* like that ! I've known 'em do it just at being 
looked at." 
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"Don't you thinks sir, that you'd better leave us 
now P '' said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

"Indeed you had," said Lizzie. "I am fit for 
nothing just at present.'' 

"We won't disturb your ladyship the least in life,'' 
said Mr. Bunfit, " if you'll only just let us have your 
keys. Your servant can be with us, and we won't 
move one tittle of anything." But Lizzie, though 
she was still suiSering that ineffable sickness which 
always accompanies and follows' a real fainting-fit, 
would not surrender her keys. Already had an ex- 
cuse for not doing so occurred to her. But for 
a while she seemed to hesitate. " I don't demand it. 
Lady Eustace," said Mr. Bunfit, " but if you'll allow 
me to say so, I do think it will look better for your 
ladyship." 

" I can take no step without consulting my cousin, 
Mr. Greystock," said Lizzie; and having thought of 
this she adhered to it. The detective supplied her 
with many reasons for giving up her keys, alleging 
that it would do no harm, and that her refusal would 
create infinite suspicions. But Lizzie had formed her 
answer and stuck to it. She always consulted her 
cousin, and always acted upon his advice. He had 
already cautioned her not to take any steps without 
his sanction. She would do nothing till he consented. 
If Mr. Bunfit would see Mr. Greystock, and if Mr. 
Greystock would come to her. and tell her to submit, — 
she would submit. Ill as she was, she could be 
obstinate, and Bunfit left th6 house without having 
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been able to finger that key wbicli lie felt sure that 
Lady Eustace carried somewhere on her person. 

As he walked back to his own quarters in Scotland 
Yard, Bunfit was by no means dissatisfied with his 
morning's work. He had not expected to find any- 
thing with Lady Eustace, and, when she fainted, had 
not hoped to be allowed to search. But he was now 
sure that her ladyship was possessed, at any rate, of 
some guilty knowledge. Bimfit was one of those 
who, almost from the first, had belieyed that the box 
was empty when taken out of the hotel. " Stones like 
them must turn up more or less," was Bunfit's great 
argument. That the police should already have found 
the stones themselves was not perhaps probable; but 
had any ordinary thieves had them in their hands, they 
could not have been passed on without leaving a 
trace behind them. It was his opinion that the box 
had been opened and the door cut by the instru- 
mentality and concurrence of Lord George de Bruce 
Carruthers — ^with the assistance of some one well- 
skilled mechanical thief. I^othing could be made out 
of the tall footman ; — ^indeed, the tall footman had 
already been set at liberty, although he was known ta 
have evil associates, and the tall footman was now 
loud in demanding compensation for the injury done 
to him. Many believed that the tall footman had 
been concerned in the matter, — many, that is, among 
the experienced craftsmen of the police force. Bunfit 
thought otherwise. Bunfit believed that the diamonds 
w^e now either in the possession of Lord George or 
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of Harter and Benjamin^ that they had been handed 
over to Lord George to save them from Messrs. Cam- 
perdown and the lawsuit, and that Lord George and 
the lady were lovers. The lady's conduct at their 
last interview, her fit of fainting, and her clutching 
for the key, all confirmed Bunfit in his opinion. But I 

unfortunately for Bimfit he was almost alone in his 
opinion. There were men in the force, — high in their 
profession as detectives — ^who avowed that certainly 
two very experienced and well-known thieves had been 
concerned in the business. That a certain Mr. Smiler 
had been there, — a gentleman for whom the whole 
police of London entertained a feeling which ap- 
proached to veneration, and that most diminutive of 
full-grown thieves, Billy Cann, — ^most diminutive but 
at the same time most expert, — was not doubted by 
some minds which were apt to doubt till conviction 
had become certainty. The traveller who had left the 
Scotch train at Dumfries had been a very small man, 
and it was a known fact that Mr. Smiler had left Lon- 
don by train, from the Euston Square station, on the 
day before that on which Lizzie and her party had 
reached Carlisle. If it were so, if Mr. Smiler and 
Billy Cann had both been at work at the hotel, then, 
— so argued they who opposed the Bunfit theory, — 
it was hardly conceivable that the robbery should 
have been arranged by Lord George. According to 
the Bunfit theory, the only thing needed by the con- 
spirators had been that the diamonds should be handed 
over by Lady Eustace to Lord George in such a way 
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as to escape suspicion that such transfer had been 
made. This might have been done with very little 
trouble, — ^by simply leaving the box empty, with the 
key in it. The door of the bedroom had been opened 
by skilful professional men, and the box had been 
forced by the use of tools which none but professional 
gentlemen would possess. Was it probable that Lord 
George would have committed himself with such men, 
and incurred the very heavy expense of paying for 
their services, when he was, — according to the Bunfit 
theory, — able to get at the diamonds without any such 
trouble, danger, and expenditure ? There was a young 
detective in the force, very clever, — almost too clever, 
and certainly a little too fast, — Gager by name, who 
declared that the Bunfit theory " wam't on the cards." 
According to Gager's information, Smiler was at this 
moment a broken-hearted man, — ranging between 
mad indignation and suicidal despondency, because 
he had been treated with treachery in some direction. 
Mr. Gager was as fully convinced as Bunfit that 
the diamonds had not been in the box. There was 
bitter, raging, heart-breaking disappointment about 
the diamonds in more quarters than one. That there 
had been a double robbery Gager was quite sure; — 
or rather a robbery in which two sets of thieves had 
been concerned, and in which one set had been duped 
by the other set. In this afiair Mr. Smiler and poor 
little Billy Cann had been the dupes. So far Gager's 
mind had arrived at certainty. But then how had 
they been duped, and who had duped them P And 
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who had employed them P Such a robbery would 
hardly have been arranged or executed except on 
commission. Even Mr. Smiler would not have bur- 
thened himself with such diamonds without knowing 
what to do with them, and what he should get for 
them. That they were intended ultimately for the 
hands of Messrs. Harter and Benjamin, Gager almost 
believed. And Gager was inclined to think that 
Messrs. Harter and Benjamin, — or rather Mr. Ben- 
jamin, for Mr. Harter himself was almost too old for 
work requiring so very great mental activity, that 
Mr. Benjamin, fearing the honesty of his executive 
officer Mr. Smiler, had been splendidly treacherous to 
his subordinate. Gager had not quite completed his 
theory ; but he was very firm on one great point.— 
that the thieves at Carlisle had been genuine thieves, 
thinking that they were stealing the diamonds, and 
finding their mistake out when the box had been 
opened by them under the bridge. " Who have 'em, 
then ? " asked Bunfit of his younger brother, in a 
disparaging whisper. 

" Well ; yes ; who 'ave 'em ? It's easy to say, 
who 'ave 'emp Suppose 'e 'ave 'em." The "he" 
alluded to by Gager was Lord George de Bruce Oar- 
ruthers. "But, laws, !Bunfit, they're gone — weeks 
ago. You know that, Bunfit." This had occurred 
before the intended search among poor Lizzie's boxes, 
but Bunfit's theory had not been shaken. Bunfit 
could see all round his own theory. It was a whole, 
and the motives as well as the operations of the persons 
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concerned were explained by it. But the Gager theory 
only went to show what had not been done, and offered 
no explanation of the accomplished scheme. Then 
Bunfit went a little further in his theory, not dis- 
daining to accept something from Gager. Perhaps 
Lord George had engaged these men, and had after- 
wards found it practicable to get the diamonds without 
their assistance. On one great point all concerned in 
the inquiry were in unison, — that the diamonds had 
not been in the box when it was carried out of the 
bedroom at Carlisle. The great point of difference 
consisted in this, that whereas Gager was sure that the 
robbery when committed had been genuine, Bunfit was 
of opinion that the box had been first opened, and 
then taken out of the hotel in order that the police 
might be put on a wrong track. 

The matter was becoming very important. Two or 
three of the leading newspapers had first hinted at 
and then openly condemned the incompetence and 
slowness of the police. Such censure, as we all know, 
is yery common, and in nine cases out of ten it is 
unjust. They who write it probably know but little 
of the circumstances; — and, in speaking of a failure 
here and a failure there, make no reference to the 
numerous successes, which are so customary as to 
partake of the nature of routine. It is the same in 
regard to all public matters; — army matters, navy 
matters, poor-law matters, and post-office matters. 
Day after day, and almost every day, one meets censure 
which is felt to be unjust ; — ^but the general result of 
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all this injustice is increased efficiency. The coach 
does go the faster because of the whip in the coach- 
man's hand, though the horses driven may never 
have deserved the thong. In this matter of the 
Eustace diamonds the police had been very active ; 
but they had been unsuccessful, and had consequently 
been abused. The robbery was now more than three 
weeks old. Property to the amount of ten thousand 
pounds had been abstracted, and as yet the police had 
not even formed an assured opinion on the subject ! 
Had the same thing occurred in New York or Paris 
every diamond . would by this time have been traced. 
Such were the assertions made, and the police were 
instigated to new exertions. Bunfit would have 
jeopardised his right hand, and Gager his life, to get 
at the secret. Even Major Mackintosh was anxious. 

The facts of the claim made by Mr. Camperdown, 
and of the bill which had been filed in Chancery for 
the recovery of the diamonds, were of course widely 
known, and added much to the general interest and 
complexity. It was averred that Mr. Camperdown's 
determination to get the diamonds had been very 
energetic, and Lady Eustace's determination to keep 
them equally so. Wonderful stories were told of 
Lizzie's courage, energy, and resolution. There was 
hardly a lawyer of repute but took up the question, 
and had an opinion as to Lizzie's right to the neck- 
lace. The Attorney and Solicitor-General were dead 
against her, asserting that the diamonds certainly did 
not pass to her under the will, and could not have 
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become hers by gift. But they were members of a 
liberal government, and of course anti-Lizzieite. 
Gentlemen who were equal to them in learning, who 
had held offices equally high, were distinctly of a 
different opinion. Lady Eustace might probably claim 
the jewels as paraphernalia properly appertaining to 
her rank ; — in which claim the bestowal of them by 
her husband would no doubt assist her. And to these 
gentlemen, — who were Lizzieites, and of course con- 
servatives in politics, — it was by no means clear that 
the diamonds did not pass to her by will. If it could 
be shown that the diamonds had been lately kept in 
Scotland, the ex- Attorney General thought that they 
would so pass. All which questions, now that the 
jewels had been lost, were discussed openly, and added 
greatly to the anxiety of the police. Both Lizzieites 
and anti-Lizzieites were disposed to think that Lizzie 
was very clever. 

Frank Greystock in these days took up his cousin's 
part altogether in good faith. He entertained not the 
slightest suspicion that she was deceiving him in 
regard to the diamonds. That the robbery had been a 
bona-fide robbery, and that Lizzie had lost her treasure, 
was to him beyond doubt. He had gradually convinced 
himself that Mr. Camperdown was wrong in his claim, 
and was strongly of opinion that Lord Fawn had dis- 
graced himself by his conduct to the lady. When he 
now heard, as he did hear, that some imdefined 
suspicion was attached to his cousin, — and when he 
heard also, as unfortunately he did hear, — that Lord 
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Fawn had encouraged that Buspicion, he was very irate, 
and 8aid grieyoos things of Lord Fawn. It seemed 
to him to be the extremity of cruelty that sus- 
picion should bo attached to his cousin because she had 
been robbed of her jewels. He was among those who 
were most severe in their denunciation of the police, 
— and was the more so, because he had heard it 
asserted that the necklace had not in truth been stolen. 
He busied himself very much in the matter, and even 
interrogated John Eustace as to his intentions. '* My 
dear fellow/' said Eustace, ''if you hated those 
diamonds as much as I do, you would never mention 
them again." Greystock declared that this expression 
of aversion to the subject might be all very well for 
Mr. Eustace, but that he foimd himself bound to 
defend his cousin. ''You cannot defend her against 
me," said Eustace, " for I do not attack hor. I have 
never said a word against her. I went down to 
Portray when she asked mo. As far as I am concerned 
she is perfectly welcome to wear the necklace, if she 
can get it back again. I will not make or meddle in 
the matter one way or the other." Frank, after that, 
went to Mr. Camperdown, but ho could get no satis- 
faction from the attorney. Mr. Camperdown would 
only say that he had a duty to do, and that he must do 
it. On the matter of the robbery he refused to give an 
opinion. That was in the hands of the police. Should 
the diamonds be recovered, he would, of course, claim 
them on behalf of the estate. In his opinion, whether 
the diamonds were recovered or not, Lady Eustace 
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was responsible to the estate for their value. In opposi- 
tion, first to the entreaties, andTthen to the demands of 
her late husband's family^ she had insisted on absurdly 
carrying about with her an enormous amount of pro- 
perty which did not belong to her. Mr. Camperdown 
opined that shfe must pay for the lost diamonds out of 
her jointure. Frank, in a huff, declared that, as far 
as he could see, the diamonds belonged to his cousin ; 
— ^in answer to which Mr. Camperdown suggested 
that the question was one for the decision of the Vice- 
Chancellor. Frank Greystock found that he could do 
nothing with Mr. Camperdown, and felt that he could 
wreak his vengeance only on Lord Fawn. 

Bunfit, when he returned from Mrs. Carbuncle's 
house to Scotland Yard, had an interview with Major 
Mackintosh. " Well, Bimfit, have you seen the lady P " 

" Yes, — ^I did see her, sir." 

" And what came of it P" 

** She fainted away, sir — just as they always do." 

" There was no search, I suppose P" 

" No, sir ; — no search. She wouldn't have it, imless 
her cousin, Mr. Greystock, permitted " 

" I didn't think she would." 

" Nor yet didn't I, sir. But I'll tell you what it is, 
major. She knows all about it. 

" You think she does, Bunfit P 

'^ She does, sir ; and she's got something locked up 
somewhere in that house as 'd elucidate the whole of 
this aggravating mystery, if only we could get at it. 
Major, " 
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"WeU,BuiifitP" 

'' I ain't noways sure as she ain't got them very 
diamonds themselves locked up, or, perhaps, tied round 
her person." 

''Neither am I sure that she has not/^ said the 
major. 

"The robbery at Carlisle was no robbery," con- 
tinued Bunfit. '' It was a got-up plant, and about the 
best as I ever knowed. It's my mind that it was a 
got-up plant between her ladyship and his lordship ; 
and either the one or the other is just keeping the 
diamonds till it's safe to take 'em into the market." 



CHAPTER L. 



IN HERTFORD STREET. 



During all this time Lucinda Eoanoko was engaged 
to marry Sir Griffin Tewett, and the lover was an 
occasional visitor in Hertford Street. Mrs. Carbuncle 
was as anxious as ever that the marriage should be 
celebrated on the appointed day^ and though there had 
been repeated quarrels, nothing had as yet taken 
place to make her despond. Sir Griffin would make 
some offisnsive speech; Lucinda would tell him that 
she had no desire ever to see him again ; and then 
the baronet, usually under the instigation of Lord 
George, would make some awkward apology. Mrs. 
Carbuncle, — whose life at this period was not a plea- 
sant one, — would behave on such occasions with great 
patience, and sometimes with great courage. Lizzie, 
who in her present emergency could not bear the idea 
of losing the assistance of any friend, was soft and 
graceful, and even gracious, to the bear. The bear 
himself certainly seemed to desire the marriage, though 
he would so often give oSence which made any 
prospect of a marriage almost impossible. But with 
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Sir Griffin^ when the prize seemed to be lost, it again 
became valuable. He would talk about his passionate 
love to Mrs. Carbuncle, and to Lizzie, — and then, when 
things had been made straight for him, he would 
insult them, and neglect Lucinda. To Lucinda herself, 
however, he would rarely dare to say such words as lie 
used daily to the other two ladies in the house. What 
could have been the man's own idea of his future 
married life, how can any reader be made to under- 
stand, or any writer adequately describe! He must 
have known that the woman despised him, and hated 
him. In the very bottom of his heart he feared her. 
He had no idea of other pleasure from her society than 
what might arise to him from the pride of havings 
married a beautiful woman. Had she shown the 
slightest fondness for him, the slightest fear that she 
might lose him, the slightest feeling that she had won 
a valuable prize in getting him, he would have scorned 
her, and jilted her without the slightest remorse. But 
the scorn came from her, and it beat him down. 
" Yes ; — ^you hate me, and would fain be rid of me ; 
but you have said that you will be my wife, and you 
cannot now escape me." Sir Griffin did not exactly 
speak such words as these, but he acted them. 
Lucinda would bear his presence, — sitting apart from 
him, silent, imperious, but very beautiful. People 
said that she became more handsome from day to day, 
and she did so, in spite of her agony. Hers was a 
face which could stand such condition of the heart 
without fading or sinking under it. She did not weep, 
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or lose her colour, or become thin. The pretty soft- 
ness of a girl, — delicate feminine weakness, or laugh- 
ing eyes and pouting lips, no one expected from her. 
Sir Griffin, in the early days of their acquaintance, 
had found her to be a woman with a character for 
beauty, — and she was now more beautiful than 
ever. He probably thought that he loved her ; but, 
at any rate, he was determined that he would marry 
her. 

He had expressed himself more than once as very 
angry about this affair of the jewels. He had told 
Mrs. Carbuncle that her inmate. Lady Eustace, was 
suspected by the police, and that it might be well that 
Lady Eustace should be, — ^be made to go, in fact. 
But it did not suit Mrs. Carbimcle that Lady Eustace 
should be made to go ; — nor did it suit Lord George 
de Bruce Carruthers. Lord George, at Mrs. Car- 
bimcle's instance, had snubbed Sir Griffin more than 
once, and then it came to pass that he was snubbed 
yet again more violently than before. He was at the 
house in Hertford Street on the day of Mr. Bunfit's 
visit, some hours after Mr. Bunfit was gone, when 
Lizzie was still lying on her bed up-stairs, nearly 
beaten by the great danger which had oppressed her. 
He was told of Mr. Bunfit's visit, and then again said 
that he thought that the continued residence of Lady 
Eustace beneath that roof was a misfortime. " Would 
you wish us to turn her out because her necklace haa 
been stolen V* asked Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" People say very queer things," said Sir Griffin. 
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So they do, Sir Griffin/' continued Mrs. Carbanole. 

They say such queer things that I can hardly under- 
stand that they should be allowed to say theoL I am 
told that the police absolutely suggest that Lord 
George stole the diamonds." 

" That's nonsense." 

''No doubt, Sir Griffin. And so is the other non- 
sense. Do you mean to tell us that you believe tliat 
Lady Eustace stole her own diamonds?" 

** I don't see the use of having her here. Situated 
as I am, I have a right to object to it." 

" Situated as you are, Sir Griffin ! " said Lucinda. 

" Well ; — ^yes, of course ; if we are to be married^ I 
cannot but think a good deal of the persons you stay 
with." 

"You were very glad to stay yourself with Lady 
Eustace at Portray," said Lucinda. 

" I went there to follow you," said Sir Griffin gal- 
lantly. 

" I wish with all my heart you had stayed away," 
said Lucinda. At that moment Lord George was 
shown into the room, and Miss Boanoke continued 
speaking, determined that Lord George should know 
how the bear was conducting himself. ** Sir Griffin is 
saying that my aunt ought to turn Lady Eustace out 
of the house." 

" Not quite that," said Sir Griffin with an attempt at 
laughter. 

" Quite that," said Lucinda. '* I don't suppose that 
he suspects poor Lady Eustace, but he thinks that my 
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aunt's friend should be like Caesar's wife, above the 
suspicion of others." 

"If you would mind your own business, Tewett," said 
Lord George, " it would be a deal better for us all. I 
wonder Mrs. Carbuncle does not turn you out of the 
room for making such a proposition here. If it were 
my room, I would." 

" I suppose I can say what I please to Mrs. Car- 
buncle ? Miss Koanoke is not going to be your wife." 

" It is my belief that Miss Hoanoke will be nobody's 
wife, — at any rate, for the present," said that young 
lady ;— upon which Sir Griffin left the room, muttering 
some words which might have been, perhaps, intended 
for an adieu. Inmiediately after this, Lizzie came in, 
moving slowly, but without a sound, like a ghost, with 
pale cheeks, and dishevelled hair, and that weary, worn 
look of illness which was become customary with her. 
She greeted Lord George with a faint attempt at a 
smile, and seated herself in a comer of a sofa. She 
asked whether he had been told the story of the pro- 
posed search, and then bade her friend Mrs. Carbuncle 
describe the scene. 

" If it goes on like this it will kill me," said Lizzie. 

" They are treating me in precisely the same way," 
said Lord George. 

" But think of your strength and of my weakness. 
Lord George." 

" By heavens, I don't know ! " said Lord George. 
" In this matter your weakness is stronger than any 
strength of mine. I never was so cut up in my life. 
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It was a good joke when we talked of the suspicioiiB of 
that fellow at Carlisle as we came up by the railway, — 
bat it is no joke now. I've had men with me, almost 
asking to search among my things." 

They haye quite asked me I " said Lizzie piteously. 
You ; — yes. But there's some reason in that. 
These infernal diamonds did belong to you, or, at any 
rate, you had them. You are the last person known to 
have seen them. Even if you had them still, you'd 
only have what you call your own." Lizzie looked at 
him with all her eyes and listened to him with all her 
ears. '' But what the mischief can I haye had to do 
with them?" 

** It's yery hard upon you," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Unless I stole them," continued Lord George. 

" Which is so absurd, you know," said Lizzie. 

"That a pig-headed provincial fool should have 
taken me for a midnight thief, did not disturb me 
much. I don't think I am very easily annoyed by 
what other people think of me. But these fellows, I 
suppose, were sent here by the head of the metropolitan 
police ; and everybody knows that they have been sent. 
Because I was civil enough to you women to look after 
you coming up to town, and because one of you was 
careless enough to lose her jewels, I — I am to be talked 
about all over London as the man who took them I " 
This was not spoken with much courtesy to the ladies 
present. Lord George had dropped that customary 
chivalry of manner which, in ordinary life, makes it to 
be quite out of the question that a man shall be uncivil 
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to a woman. He had escaped from conyentional usage 
into rough, truthful speech, under stress from the 
extremity of the hardship to which he had been sub- 
jected. And the women understood it and appreciated 
it, and liked it rather than otherwise. To Lizzie it 
fieemed fitting that a Corsair so circumstanced should 
be as uncivil as he pleased ; and Mrs. Carbuncle had 
long been accustomed to her friend's moods. 

" They can't really think it,'' said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" Somebody thinks it. I am told that your particular 
friend. Lord Fawn," — this he said, specially addressing 
Lizzie, — " has expressed a strong opinion that I carry 
about the necklace always in my pocket. I trust to 
have the opportunity of wringing his neck some day." 

" I do wish you would," said Lizzie. 

'^ I shall not lose a chance if I can get it. Before all 
this occurred, I should have said to myself that nothing 
of the kind could put me out. I don't think there is a 
man in the world cares less what people say of him than 
I do. I am as indifferent to ordinary tittle-tattle as a 
rhinoceros. But, by George, when it comes to stealing 
ten thousand pounds' worth of diamonds, and the deli- 
cate attentions of all the metropolitan police, one begins 
to feel that one is vulnerable. When I get up in the 
morning, I half feel that I shall be locked up before 
night, and I can see in the eyes of every man I meet 
that he takes me for the prince of burglars ! " 

" And it is all my fault," said Lizzie. 

'^ I wish the diamonds had been thrown into the sea," 
said Mrs. Carbuncle. 
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" What do you think about them yourself P " asked 
Lucinda. 

^' I don't know what to think. I'm at a dead loss. 
You know that man, Mr. Benjamin, Lady Eustace P " 
Lizzie, with a little start, answered that she did, — that 
she had had dealings with him before her marriage, 
and had once owed him two or three hundred pounds. 
As the man's name had* been mentioned, she thought it 
better to own as much. '' So he tells me. Now, in all 
London, I don't suppose there is a greater rascal than 
Benjamin." 

" I didn't know that," said Lizzie. 

'' But I did ; and with that rascal I have had money- 
dealings for the last six or seven years. He has cashed 
bills for me, and has my name to bills now, — and Sir 
Oriffin's too. I'm half inclined to think that he has 
got the diamonds." 

" Do you indeed P " said Mrs. Carbuncle. 

'^ Mr. Benjamin ! " said Lizzie. 

" And he returns the compliment." 

"How does he return itP" asked Mrs. Car- 
buncle. 

" He either thinks that I've got 'em, or he wants to 
make me believe that he thinks so. He hasn't dared to 
say it; — but that's his intention. Such an opinion 
from such a man on such a subject would be qidte a 
compliment. And I feel it. But yet it troubles me. 
You know that greasy, Israelitish smile of his. Lady 
Eustace." Lizzie nodded her head and tried to smile. 
"When I asked him yesterday about the diamonds, ho 
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leered at me and rubbed his hands. * It's a pretty little 
game ; — ain't it, Lord George ? ' he said. I told him 
that I thought it a very bad game, and that I hoped 
the police would have the thief and the necklace soon. 
'It's been managed a deal too well for that, Lord 
George ; — don't you think so ? '" Lord George 
mimicked the Jew as he repeated the words, and the 
ladies, of course, laughed. But poor Lizzie's attempt 
at laughter was veiy sorry. " I told him to his face 
that I thought he had them among his treasures. *• No, 
no, no; Lord George,' he said, and seemed quite to 
enjoy the joke. If he.'s got them himself, he can't 
think that I have them ; — ^but if he has not, I don't 
doubt but he believes that I have. And I'll tell you 
another person who suspects me." 

" What fools they are," said Lizzie. 

"I don't know how that may be. Sir Griffin, 
Lucinda, isn't at all sure but what I have them in my 
pocket." 

" I can believe anything of him," said Lucinda. 

''And it seems he can believe anything of me. I 
shall begin to think soon that I did take them, myself, 
— or, at any rate, that I ought to have done so. I 
wonder what you three women think of it. If you do 
think I've got 'em, don't scruple to say so. I'm quite 
used to it, and it won't hurt me any further." The 
ladies again laughed. "You must have your tnu- 
picions," continued he. 

''I suppose »>me of the London thieves did get 
them," said Mrs. Carbuncle. 
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"The poKce say the box was empty," said Lord 
George. 

" How can the poKce know ? " asked Lucinda. 
"They werenH there to see. Of course, the thieves \ 

would say that they didn't take them.'* 

" What do you think. Lady Eustace ? " 

"I don't know what to think. Perhaps Mr» 
Camperdown did it." 

" Or the Lord Chancellor," said Lord George. "One 
is just as likely as the other. I wish I could get at 
what you really think. The whole thing would be so 
complete if all you three suspected me. I can't get 
out of it all by going to Paris or Kamtschatka, as I 
should have half a dozen detectives on my heels 
wherever I went. I must brazen it out here ; and the 
worst of it is, that I feel that a look of guilt is creeping 
over me. I have a sort of conviction growing upon me 
that I shall be taken up and tried, and that a jury will 
find me guilty. I dream about it ; and if, — as is 
probable, — it drives me mad, I'm sure that I shall 
accuse myself in my madness. There's a fascination 
about it that I can't explain or escape. I go on 
thinking how I would have done it if I did do it. I 
spend hours in calculating how much I would have 
realised, and where I would have found my market. I 
couldn't ke^p myself from asking Benjamin the other 
day how much they would be worth to him." 

" What did he say ? " asked Lizzie, who sat gazing 
upon the Corsair, and who was now herself fascinated. 
Lord George was walking about the room, then sitting 
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for a moment in one chair and again in another, and 
after a while leaning on the mantelpiece. In his 
speaking he addressed himself almost exclusiyely to 
Lizzie, who could not keep her eyes from his. 

" He grinned greasily/' said the Corsair, " and told 
me they had already been offered to him once before by 

you.'' 

" That's false," said Lizzie. 

*? Very likely. And then he said that no doubt 
they'd fall into his hands some day. ' Wouldn't it be 
a game. Lord George,' he said, *if, after all, they 
should be no more than paste P ' That made me think 
he had got them, and that he'd get paste diamonds put 
into the same setting, — ^and then give them up with 
some story of his own making. * You'd know whether 
they were paste or not ; wouldn't you. Lord George ?' 
he asked." The Corsaii", as he repeated Mr. Benjamin's 
words, imitated the Jew's manner so well, that he 
made Lizzie shudder. " While I was there, a detective 
named Gager came in." 

"The same man who came here, perhaps," sug- 
gested Mrs. Carbuncle. 

" I think not. He seemed to be quite intimate with 
Mr. Benjamin, and went on at once about the diamonds. 
Benjamin said that they'd made their way over to 
Paris, and that he'd heard of them. I found myself 
getting quite intimate with Mr. Gager, who seemed 
hardly to scruple at showing that he thought that 
Benjamin and I were confederates. Mr. Camperdown 
has offered four hundred pounds reward for the jewels. 
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— TO be pi^ oo tlieir snireiider to the hands of lb. 
<v;ira!«c$. t&e jeveller. Gmger declared that, if any 
•\-^£^kfcrr :!x:^' had them, they would be giTen op at 

" T^s** cnae* I sappose/' said Mra. Carboncle. 
^^ How wvHiIi the ordinary thief get his money witli- 
oati Nfco^ d<(iecced? Who would dare to walk into 
VTjjruifCti'':^ :^op with the diamonds in his hands and 
icjk tvc «h« tXMir hoziidned poonds ? Besides, they haye 
v>v^a ^'U ti.^ :»:mje one. — and, as I beliere, to my dear 
rritfOidL Xr. B«fiir;i2iLui. * I suppose yoa ain't a goin«^ 
,jux.Tw^<iec^ ftisc :it {MKtMZLt. Lord George?' said that 
t^llvw ti;ft^r. ^ Wb&t the deril's that to yon V I asked 
aitnu H^ juis^ Lio^^d and shook his head. I don't 
viv'ab4 N&t thAt ther^*;s a policeman about waiting till I || 

IctftYv th£» hvH£$« :— or looking at me now with a mag- 
txttym^ ^assss tnMn the windows at the other side. 
Ttt^y'Tv photographed me while I'm going about, and 
{'uUi:sht\i a li»t of erery hair on my £m» in the ' Hue 
Attvl Cry/ I dined at the club yesterday, and found a 
si'Cmti^ waiter. I fed certain that he was a policeman 
vtvxie up in livery all for my sake. I turned sharp 
rvHtud in the street Yesterday, and found a man at a 
v\>rner. I am sure that man was watching me, and 
w;i:^ k\>ktng at my pockets to see whether the jewel 
vM9e was there. As for myself, I can think of nothing 
el:<^\ I wish I had got them. I should haye something 
then to pay me tor all this nuisance." 
'^ I do wish vou had," said Lizzie. 
'' What I should do with them I cannot eyon imagine. 
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I am always thinking of that, too, — ^making plans for 
getting rid of them, supposing I had stolen them. My 
belief is, that I should be so sick of them that I should 
chuck them over the bridge into the river, — only that 
I should fear that some policeman's eye would be on 
me as I did it. My present position is not comfortable, 
— but if I had got them, I think that the weight of 
them would crush me altogether. Having a handle to 
my name, and being a lord, or, at least, called a lord, 
makes it all the worse. People are so pleased to think 
that a lord should have stolen a necklace.'^ 

Lizzie listened to it all with a strange fascination. 
If this strong man were so much upset by the bare 
suspicion, what must be her condition ? The jewels 
were in her desk up-stairs, and the police had been 
with her also, — were even now probably looking after 
her and watching her. How much more difficult must 
it be for her to deal with the diamonds than it would 
have been for this man. Presently Mrs. Carbuncle left 
the room, and Lucinda followed her. Lizzie saw them 
go, and did not dare to go with them. She felt as 
though her limbs would not have carried her to the 
door. She was now alone with her Corsair ; and she 
looked up timidly into his deep-set eyes, as he came 
and stood over her. " Tell me all that you know about 
it," he said, in that deep low voice which, from her 
first acquaintance with him, had filled her with 
interest, and almost with awe. 
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CHAPTER LI. 



CONFIDENCE. 



Lizzie Eustace was speechless as she continaed to look 
up into the Corsair's face. She ought to hare answered 
him briskly, either with indignation or with a touch of 
humour. But she could not answer him at alL She 
was desired to tell him all that she knew about the 
robbery, and she was unable to declare that she knew 
nothing. How much did he suspect P What did he 
belieye ? Had she been watched by Mrs. Oarbunde^ 
and had something of the truth been told to himP 
And then would it not be better for her that he should 
know it all P Unsupported and alone she could not 
bear the trouble tirhich was on her. If she were driven 
to tell her secret to any one, had she not better tell it 
to him P She knew that if she did so, she would be a 
creature in his hands to be dealt with as he pleased ;— 
but would there not be a certain charm in being so 
mastered P He was but a pinchbeck lord. She had 
wit enough to know that ; but then she had wit enough 
also to feel that she herself was but a pinchbeck lady. 
He would be fit for her, and she for him, — ^if only he 
would take her. Since her day-dreams first began, she 
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had been longing for a Corsair : and here he was, not 
kneeling at her feet, but standing over her, — as became 
a Corsair. At any rate he had mastered her now, and 
she could not speak to him. 

He waited perhaps a minute, looking at her, before 
he renewed his question ; and the minute seemed to her 
to be an age. During every second her power beneath 
his gaze sank lower and lower. There gradually came 
a grim smile over his face, and she was sure that he 
could read her very heart. Then he called her by her 
Christian name, — as he had never called her before. 
" Come, Lizzie," he said, " you might as well tell me 
all about it. You know." 

" Know what ? " The words were audible to him, 
though they were uttered in the lowest whisper. 

"About this d necklace. What is it all P 

Where are they P And how did you manage it P " 

" I didn't manage anything." 

"But you know where they areP" He paused 
again, still gazing at her. Gradually there came 
across his face, or she fancied that it was so, a look of 
ferocity which thoroughly frightened her. If he 
should turn against her, and be leagued with the 
police against her, what chance would she haveP 
**Tou know where they are," he said, repeating his 
words. Then at last she nodded her head, assenting 
to his assertion. "And where are they? Gome; — 
out with it ! If you won't tell me, you must tell some 
one else. There has been a deal too much of this 
already." 
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" You won't betray me P " 

" Not if you deal openly with me." 

'' I will ; indeed I will. And it was all an accident. 
When I took them out of the box, I only did it for 
safety." 

** You did take them out of the box then ? " Again 
she nodded her head. '' And have got them now ? " 
There was another nod. '^ And where are thej P 
Come; with such a spirit of enterprise as yours you 
ought to be able to speak. Has Benjamin got them P " 

« Oh no." 

'' And he knows nothing about them P " 

" Nothing." 

** Then I have wronged in my thoughts that son of 
Abraham P " 

"Nobody knows anything," said Lizzie. 

" Not even Jane or Lucinda P " 
Nothing at aU.» 

Then you have kept your secret marvellously. 
And where are they P " 
TJp-stairs." 
In your bedroom P " 

" In my desk in the little sitting-room." 

" The Lord be good to us ! " ejaculated Lord George. 
" All the police in London^ from the chief downwards^ 
are agog about this necklace. Every well-known thief 
in the town is envied by every other thief because he 
is thought to have had a finger in the pie. I am 
suspected, and Mr. Benjamin is suspected ; Sir GrifEln 
is suspected, and half the jewellers in London and 
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Paris are supposed to have the stones in their keeping. 
Every man and woman is talking about it, and people 
are quarrelling about it till they almost cut each other's 
throats ; and all the while you have got them locked 
up in your desk ! How on earth did you get the box 
broken open and then conveyed out of your room at 
Carlisle?'' 

Then Lizzie in a frightened whisper, with her eyes 
often turned on the floor, told the whole story. *' If 
I'd had a minute to think of it," she said, " I would 
have confessed the truth at Carlisle. Why should I 
want to steal what was my own ? But they came to 
me all so quickly, and I didn't like to say that I had 
them under my pillow." 

" I daresay not." 

" And then I couldn't tell anybody afterwards. I 
always meant to tell you, — from the very first ; because 
I knew you would be good to me. They are my own. 
Surely I might do what I liked with my own P " 

" Well ; — yes ; in one way. But you see there was 
a lawsuit in Chancery going on about them ; and then 
you committed perjury at Carlisle. And altogether, — 
it's not quite straight sailing, you know." 

" I suppose not." 

^' Hardly. Major Mackintosh, and the magistrates, 
and Messrs. Bunfit and Gager won't settle dpwn, 
peaceable and satisfied, when they hear the end of the 
story. And I think Messrs. Camperdown will have a 
bill against you. It's been uncommonly clever, but I 
don't see the use of it." 
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"Fvc been ver}' foolish," said Lizzie; "but you 
won't desert me ! " 

" Upon my word I don't know what I'm to do." 

" Will you have them — as a present P " 

" Certainly not." 

" They're worth ever so much — ten thousand pounds ! 
And they are my own, to do just what I please with 
them." 

"You are very good; but what should I do with 
them P " 

" Sell them." 

" Who'd buy them P And before a week was over I 
should be in prison, and in a couple of months should 
be standing at the Old Bailey at my trial. I couldn't 
just do that, my dear." 

" What will you do for me P You are my friend — 
ain't youP" The diamond necklace was not a de- 
sirable possession in the eyes of Lord George de Bruce 
Carruthers ; but Portray Castle, with its income, and 
the fact that Lizzie Eustace was still a very young 
woman, was desirable. Her prettiness, too, was not 
altogether thrown away on Lord George, though, as he 
was wont to say himself, he was too old now to sacrifice 
much for such a toy as that. Something he must da, 
if only because of the knowledge which had come to 
him. He could not go away and leave her, and 
neither say nor do anything in the matter. And he 
could not betray her to the police. "You will not 
desert me," she said, taking hold of his hand, and 
kissing it as a suppliant. 
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He passed his arm round her waist^ but more as 
though she were a child than a woman^ as he stood 
thinking. Of all the affairs in which he had ever been 
engaged it was the most difficult. She submitted to 
his embrace, and leaned upon his shoulder, and looked 
up into his face. If he would only tell her that he 
loved her, then he would be bound to her — then must 
he share with her the burthen of the diamonds — ^then 
must he be true to her. "George ! ** she said, and 
burst into a low, suppressed wailing, with her face 
hidden upon his arm. 

" That's all very well," said he, still holding her — 

for she was pleasant to hold — " but what the d is 

a fellow to do ? I don't see my way out of it. I think 
you had better go to Camperdown, and give them up 
to him, and tell him the truth.'' Then she sobbed 
more violently than before, till her quick ear caught 
the sound of a footstep on the stairs, and in a moment 
she was out of his arms and seated on the sofa, with 
hardly a trace of tears in her eyes. It was the footman, 
who desired to know whether Lady Eustace would 
want the carriage that afternoon. Lady Eustace, vdth 
her cheeriest voice, sent her love to Mrs. Carbuncle, 
and her assurance that 6he would not want the carriage 
before the evening. " I don't know that you can do 
anything else," continued Lord George, "except just 
give them up and brazen it out. I don't suppose 
they'd prosecute you." 

" Prosecute me ! " ejaculated Lizzie. 

" For perjury, I mean." 
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" And what could they do to me P " 

"Ohy I don't know. Lock 70a up for fire years, 
perhaps/' 

'' Because I had my own necklace under the pillow 
in my own room P " 

Think of all the trouble youVe giyen/' 
111 neyer give them up to Mr. Camperdown. They 
are mine — ^my very own. My cousin, Mr. Ghreystocky 
who is much more of a lawyer than Mr. Camperdown, 
says so. Oh, George, do think of something ! Don't 
tell me that I must give them up ! Wouldn't Mr. 
Benjamin buy them P '' 

'' Yes — ^for half nothing ; and then go and tell the 
whole story, and get money from the other side. You 
can't trust Benjamin." 

^'But I can trust you." She clung to him and 
implored him, and did get from him a renewed promise 
that he would not reveal her secret. She wanted hipi 
to take the terrible packet from her there and then, 
and use his own judgment in disposing of it. But this 
he positively refused to do. He protested that they 
were safer with her than they could be with him. He 
explained to her that if they were found in his hands, 
his offence in having them in his possession would be 
much greater than hers. They were her own, as she 
was ever so ready to assert ; or, if not her own, the 
ownership was so doubtful, that she could not be 
accused of having stolen them. And then he needed 
to consider it all — to sleep upon it — before he could 
make up his mind what he would do. 
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But there was one other trouble on her mind as to 
which he was called upon to give her counsel before he 
was allowed to leave her. She had told the detective 
officer that she would submit her boxes and desks to be 
searched if her cousin Frank should advise it. If the 
policeman were to return with her cousin while the 
diamonds were still in her desk, what should she do ? 
He might come at any time ; and then she would be 
bound to obey him. " And he thinks that they were 
stolen at Carlisle ? " asked Lord George. " Of course 
he thinks so," said Lizzie, almost indignantly. " They 
would never ask to search your person," suggested 
Lord George. Lizzie could not say. She had simply 
declared that she would be guided by her cousin. 
" Have them about you when he comes. Don't take 
them out with you ; but keep them in your pocket 
while you are in the house during the day. They will 
hardjy bring a woman with them to search you." 

" But there was a woman with the man when he 
came before." 

"Then you must refuse in spite of your cousin. 
Show yourseK angry with him and with everybody. 
Swear that you did not intend to submit yourself to 
such indignity as that. They can't do it without a 
magistrate's order, unless you permit it. I don't sup- 
pose they will come at all ; and if they do they will 
only look at your clothes and your boxes. If they ask 
to do more, be stout with them and refuse. Of course 
they'll suspect you, but they do that already. And 
your cousin will suspect you ; — but you must put up 
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with that. It will be yery bad ; — ^but I see nothing 
better. But, of all things, say nothing of me/* 

" Oh, no," said Lizzie, promising to be obedient to 
him. And then he took his leave of her. " You will 
be true to me ; — ^will you not P " she said, still clinging 
to his arm. He promised her that he would. '^ Oh, 
George,** she said, " I have no friend now but you. 
You will care for me ? ** He took her in his arms and 
kissed her, and promised that he would care for her. 
How was he to save himself from doing so ? When 
he was gone, Lizzie sat down to think of it all, and 
felt sure that at last she had found her Corsair. 



CHAPTER LII. 

MRS. CARBUNCLE GOES TO THE THEATRE. 

Mrs. Carbuncle and Lizzie Eustace did not, in these 
days, shut themselves up because there was trouble in 
the household. It would not have suited the creed of 
Mrs. Carbuncle on social matters to be shut up from 
the amusements of life. She had sacrificed too much 
in seeking them for that, and was too conscious of the 
price she paid for them. It was still mid- winter, but 
nevertheless there was generally some amusement 
arranged for every evening. Mrs. Carbuncle was very 
fond of the play, and made herself acquainted with 
every new piece as it • came out. Every actor and 
actress of note on the stage was known to her, and she 
dealt freely in criticisms on their respective merits. 
The three ladies had a box at the Haymarket taken 
for this very evening, at which a new piece, "The 
Noble Jilt," from the hand of a very eminent author, 
was to be produced. Mrs. Carbuncle had talked a 
great deal about " The Noble Jilt,*' and could boast 
that she had discussed the merits of the two chief cha- 
racters with the actor and actress who were to under- 
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take them. Miss Talbot had assured her that the 
Margaret was altogether impracticable, and Mrs. 
Carbuncle was quite of the same opinion. And as 
for the hero, Steinmark, — ^it was a part that no man 
could play so as to obtain the sympathy of an audience. 
There was a second hero, — a Flemish Count, — ^tame 
as rain-water, Mrs. Carbuncle said. She was very 
anxious for the success of the piece, which, as she said, 
had its merits ; but she was sure that it wouldn't do. 
She had talked about it a great deal, and now, when 
the evening came, she was not going to be deterred 
from seeing it by any trouble in reference to the 
diamond necklace. Lizzie, when she was left by Lord 
George, had many doubts on the subject, — whether she 
would go or stay at home. If he would have come 
to her, or her cousin Frank, or if, had it been possible. 
Lord Fawn would have come, she would have given up 
the play very willingly. But to be alone, — ^with her 
necklace in the desk up-stairs, or in her pocket, was 
terrible to her. And then, they could not search her 
or her boxes while she was at the theatre. She must 
not take the necklace with her there. He had told 
her to leave it in her desk, when she went from 
home. 

Lucinda, also, was quite determined that she would 
see the new piece. She declared to her aunt, in 
Lizzie's presence, without a vestige of a smile, that 
it might be well to see how a jilt could behave her- 
self, so as to do her work of jilting in any noble fashion. 
*' My dear," said her aunt, " you let things weigh upon 
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your heart a great deal too mucli." " Not upon my 
heart, Aunt Jane," the young lady had answered. 
She also intended to go, and when she had made up 
her mind to anything, nothing would deter her. She 
had no desire to stay at home in order that she might 
see Sir Griffin. "I daresay the play may be very 
bad,'' she said, " but it can hardly be so bad as real 
life.'' 

Lizzie, when Lord George had left her, crept up- 
stairs, and sat for awhile thinking of her condition, 
with the key of her desk in her hand. Should there 
come a knock at the door, the case of diamonds would 
be in her pocket in a moment. Her own room door 
was bolted on the inside, so that she might have an 
instant for her preparation. She was quite resolved 
that she would carry out Lord George's recommenda- 
tion, and that no policeman or woman should examine 
her person, unless it were done by violence. There 
she sat, almost expecting that at every moment her 
cousin would be there with Bunfit and the woman. 
But nobody came, and at six she went down to dinner. 
After much consideration she then left the diamonds 
in the desk. Surely no one would come to search at 
such an hour as that. Ko one had come when the 
carriage was announced and the three ladies went off 
together. 

During the whole way Mrs. Carbuncle talked of the 
terrible situation in which poor Lord George was placed 
by the robbery, and of all that Lizzie owed him on 
account of his trouble. *^ My dear," said^ Mrs. C^« 
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buncloi '' the least you can do for him is to give Tiim 
all that you'ye got to give." '* I don't know that he 
wants me to give him anything/' said Lizzie. '*I 
think that's quite plain/' said Mrs. Carbuncle^ ^' and 
I'm sure I wish it may be so. He and I have been 
dear friends, — ^very dear friends, and there is nothing 
I wish so much as to see him properly settled. lU- 
natured people like to say all manner of things 
because everybody does not choose to live in their own 
heartless, conventional form. But I can assure you 
there is nothing between me and Lord George which 
need prevent him from giving his whole heart to you." 
" I don't suppose there is," said Lizzie, who loved an 
opportunity of giving Mrs. Carbuncle a little rap. 

The play, as a play, was a failure ; at least so said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. The critics, on the next morning, 
were somewhat divided, — not only in judgment, but as 
to facts. To say how a play has been received is of 
more moment than to speak of its own merits or of the 
merits of the actors. Three or four of the papers de- 
clared thai the audience was not only eulogistic, but 
enthusiastic. One or two others averred that the piece 
fell very flatly. As it was not acted above four or five 
dozen times consecutively, it must be regarded as a 
failure. On their way home Mrs. Carbuncle declared 
that Minnie Talbot had done her very best with such 
a part as Margaret, but that the character afforded 
no scope for sympathy. " A noble jilt, my dears," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle eloquently, "is a contradiction in terms. 
T];iere can be no such thing. A woman, when she lias 
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once said the word, is bound to stick to it. The delicacy 
of the female character should not admit of hesitation 
between two men. The idea is quite revolting." 

" But may not one have an idea of no man at all P " 
asked Lucinda. " Must that be revolting also P " 

^' Of course a young woman may entertain such an 
idea ; though for my part I look upon it as unnatural. 
But when she has once given herseK there can be no 
taking back without the loss of that aroma which 
should be the apple of a young woman's eye." 

'' If she finds that she has made a mistake — P " said 
Lucinda fiercely. "Why shouldn't a young woman 
make a mistake as well as an old woman P Her aroma 
won't prevent her from having been wrong and finding 
it out." 

" My dear, such mistakes^ as you call themi always 
arise from fantastic notions. Look at this piece. Why 
does the lady jilt her lover P Kot because she doesn't 
like him. She's just as fond of him as ever." 

" He's a stupid sort of fellow^ and I think she was 
quite right," said Lizzie. " I'd never marry a man 
merely because I said I would. If I found I didn't 
like him, I'd leave him at the altar. If I found I 
didn't like him, I'd leave him even after the altar. 
I'd leave him any time I found I didn't like him. It's 
all very well to talk of aroma, but to live with a man 
you don't like — is the devil ! " 

" My dear, those whom God has joined together 
shouldn't be separated, — for any mere likings or dis- 
Ukingl." This Mrs. Carbuncle said in a high tone of 
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'* A robbery ! " ejaculated Mrs, Carbuncle. 

** Yes, my lady. The servants all out, — all to one ; 
and she's off. They've taken jewels, and, no doubt, 
money, if there was any. They don't mostly come 
unless they know what they comes for." 

With a horrid spasm across her heart, which seemed 
ready to kill her, so sharp was the pain, Lizzie recovered 
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the use of her legs and followed Mrs. Carbuncle into 
the dining-room. She had been hardly conscious 6f 
hearing ; but she had heard, and it had seemed to her 
that the robbery spoken of was something distinct 
from her own affair. The policemen did not speak of 
haying found the diamonds. It was of something lost 
that they spoke. She seated herself in a chair against 
the wall, but did not utter a word. " We've been up- 
stairs, my lady, and they've been in most of the rooms. 
There's a desk broke open," — Lizzie gave an in- 
voluntary little scream ; — " Yes, mum, a desk," con- 
tinued the policeman turning to Lizzie, " and a bureau, 
and a dressing-case. What's gone your ladyship can 
tell when you sees. And one of the young women is 
off. It's she as done it." Then the cook explained. 
She and the housemaid, and Mrs. Carbuncle's lady's 
maid, had just stepped out, only round the comer, to 
get a little air, leaving Patience Crabstick in charge 
of the house, and when they came back, the area gate 
was locked against them, the front door was locked, 
and finding themselves unable to get in after many 
knockings, they had at last obtained the assistance of 
a policeman. He had got into the place over the area 
gate, had opened the front door from within, and then 
the robbery had been discovered. It was afterwards 
found that the servants had all gone out to what they 
called a tea-party, at a public-house in the neighbour- 
hood, and that by previous agreement Patience Crab- 
stick had remained in charge. When they came back 
Patience Crabstick was gone, and the desk, and bureau, 
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and dressing-case, were found to haye been opened. 
"She had a reg'lar thief along with her, my lady," 
said the policeman, still addressing himself to Mrs. 
Carbuncle, " 'cause of the way the things was opened." 

" I always knew that young woman was downright 
bad," said Mrs. Carbuncle in her first expression of 
wrath. 

But Lizzie sat in her chair without saying a word, 
still pale, with that almost awful look of agony in her 
face. Within ten minutes of their entering the house, 
Mrs. Carbuncle was making her way up-stairs, with 
the two policemen following her. That her bureau 
and her dressing-case should have been opened was 
dreadful to her, though the value that she could thus 
lose was very small. She also possessed diamonds, — 
but her diamonds were paste ; and whatever jewellery 
she had of any value, — a few rings, and a brooch, 
and such like, — ^had been on her person in the theatre. 
What little money she had by her was in the drawing- 
room, and the drawing-room, as it seemed, had not been 
entered. In truth, all Mrs. Carbuncle's possessions in 
the house were not sufficient to have tempted a well- 
bred, well-instructed thief. But it behoved her to be 
indignant ; and she could be indignant with grace, as 
the thief was discovered to be, not her maid, but 
Patience Crabstick. The policemen followed Mrs. 
Carbuncle, and the maids followed the policemen ; but 
Lizzie Eustace kept her seat in the chair by the wall. 
' Do you think they have taken much of yours," said 
Lucinda, coming up to her and speaking very gently. 
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Lizzie made a motion with her two hands upon her 
heart, and struggled, and gasped, — as though she 
wished to speak but could not. " I suppose it is that 
girl who has done it all," said Lucinda. Lizzie nodded 
her head, and tried to smile. The attempt was so 
ghastly that Lucinda, though not timid by nature, 
was frightened. She sat down and took Lizzie's, hand, 
and tried to comfort her. " It is very hard upon you," 
she said, " to be twice robbed." Lizzie again nodded 
her head. " I hope it is not much now. Shall we go 
up and see ? " The poor creature did get upon her 
legs, but she gasped so terribly that Lucinda feared 
that she was dying. " Shall I send for some one ? " 
she said. Lizzie made an effort to speak, was shaken 
convulsively while the other supported her, and then 
burst into a flood of tears. 

When that had come she was relieved, and could 
again act her part. " Yes," she said, " we will go with 
them. It is so dreadful ; — ^is it not P " 

" Very dreadful ; — but how much better that we 
weren't at home ! Shall we go now P " Then to- 
gether they followed the others, and on the stairs 
Lizzie explained that in her desk, of which she always 
carried the key round her neck, there was what money 
she had by her ; — two ten-pound notes, and four five- 
pound notes, and three sovereigns ; in all, forty- three 
pounds. Her other jewels, — the jewels which she had 
possessed over and above the fatal diamond necklace, 
— ^were in her dressing-case. Patience, she did not 
doubt, had known that the money was there, and 
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certainly knew of her jewels. So they went up-stairs. 
The desk was open and the money gone. Five or six 
rings and a bracelet had been taken also from Lizzie's 
dressing-case^ which she had left open. Of Mrs. Car- 
buncle's property sufficient had been stolen to make a 
long list in that lady's handwriting. Lucinda Koa- 
noke's room had not been entered, — as far as they 
could judge. The girl had taken the best of her own 
clothes, and a pair of strong boots belonging to the 
cook. A superintendent of police was there before 
they went to bed, and a list was made out. The 
superintendent was of opinion that the thing had 
been done very cleverly, but was of opinion that the 
thieves had expected to find more plunder. " They 
don't care so much about bank-notes, my lady, because 
they fetches such a low price with them as they deal 
with. The three sovereigns is more to them than all 
the forty pounds in notes." The superintendent had 
heard of the diamond necklace, and expressed an 
opinion that poor Lady Eustace was especially marked 
out for misfortune. " It all comes of having such a 
girl as that about her," said Mrs. Carbuncle. The 
superintendent, who intended to be consolatory to 
Lizzie, expressed his opinion that it was very hard 
to know what a young woman was. " They looks as 
soft as butter, and they're as sly as foxes, and as 
quick, as quick, — as quick as greased lightning, my 
lady." Such a piece of business as this which had 
just occurred, will make people intimate at a very short 
notice. 
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And 80 the diamond necklace, known to be worth 
ten thousand pounds, had at last been stolen in 
earnest ! Lizzie, when the policemen were gone, and 
the noise was over, and the house was closed, slunk 
away to her bedroom, refusing any aid in lieu of that 
of the wicked Patience. She herseK had examined the 
desk beneath the eyes of her two friends and of the 
policemen, and had seen at once that the case was 
gone. The money was gone too, as she was rejoiced 
to find. She perceived at once that had the money 
been left, — the very leaving of it would have gone to 
prove that other prize had been there. But the money 
was gone, — ^money of which she had given a correct 
account; — and she could now honestly allege that she 
had been robbed. But she had at last really lost her 
great treasure ; — and if the treasure should be found, 
then would she infallibly be exposed. She had talked 
twice of giving away her necklace, and had seriously 
thought of getting rid of it by burying it deep in the 
sea. But now that it was in very truth gone from 
her, the loss of it was horrible to her. Ten thousand 
pounds, for which she had struggled so much and 
borne so many things, which had come to be the pre- 
vailing fact of her life, gone from her for ever ! 
Nevertheless it was not that sorrow, that regret which 
had so nearly overpowered her in the dining-parlour. 
At that moment she hardly knew, had hardly thought, 
whether the diamonds had or had not been taken. But 
the feeling came upon her at once that her own dis- 
grace was every hour being brought nearer to her. 
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Her secret was no longer quite her own. One man 
knew it^ and he had talked to her of perjury and of 
five years' imprisonment. Patience must have known 
ity too ; and now some one else also knew it. The 
police^ of course^ would find it out^ and then horrid 
words would he used against her. She hardly knew 
what perjury was. It soimded like forgery and 
burglary. To stand up before a judge and be 
tried, — and then to be locked up for five years in 

prison ! What an end would this be to all her 

glorious success? And what evil had she done to 
merit all this terrible punishment P When they came 
to her in her bedroom at Carlisle she had simply been 
too much frightened to tell them all that the necklace 
was at that moment under her pillow. 

She tried to think of it all, and to form some idea 
in her mind of what might be the truth. Of course. 
Patience Crabstick had known her secret, but how 
long had the girl known it P And how had the girl 
discovered itP She was almost certain, from certain 
circumstances, from words which the girl had spoken, 
and from signs which she had observed, that Patience 
had not even suspected that the necklace had been 
brought with them from Carlisle to London. Of 
course, the coming of Bunfit and the womcui would 
have set the girl's mind to work in that direction ; but 
then Bunfit and the woman had only been there on 
that morning. The Corsair knew the facts, and no 
one but the Corsair. That the Corsair was a Corsair, 
the suspicions of the police had proved to her. She 
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had offered the necklace to the Corsair ; but when so 
offered, he had refused to take it. She could under- 
stand that he should see the danger of accepting the 
diamonds from her hand, and yet should be desirous 
of having them. And might not he have thought 
that he could best relieve her from the burthen of 
their custody in this manner? She felt no anger 
against the Corsair as she weighed the probability of 
his having taken them in this fashion. A Corsair must 
be a Corsair. Were he to come to her and confess the 
deed, she would almost like him the better for it, — 
admiring his skill and enterprise. But how very clever 
he must have been, and how brave ! He had known, 
no doubt, that the three ladies were all going to the 
theatre ; but in how short a time had he got rid of the 
other women and availed himself of the services of 
Patience Crabstick ! 

But in what way would she conduct herself when 
the police should come to her on the following morn- 
ing, — the police and all the other people who would 
crowd to the house ? How should she receive her 
cousin Frank ? How should she look when the coin- 
cidence of the double robbery should be spoken of in 
her hearing ? How should she bear herself when, as 
of course would be the case, she should again be taken 
before the magistrates, and made to swear as to the 
loss of her property ? Must she commit more perjury, 
with the certainty that various people must know that 
her oath was false ? All the world might suspect her. 
All the world would soon know the truth. Might it 
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not be possible that the diamonds were at this moment 
in the hands of Messrs. Camperdown, and that they 
would be produced before her eyes, as soon as her 
second false oath had been registered against herP 
And yet how could she tell the truth P And what 
would the Corsair think of her, — ^the Corsair, who 
would know everything P She made one resolution 
during the night. She would not be taken into court. 
The magistrates and the people might come to her, 
but she would not go before them. When the morn- 
ing came she said that she was ill, and refused to 
leave her bed. Policemen, she knew, were in the 
house early. At about nine Mrs. Carbuncle and 
Lucinda were up and in her room. The excitement 
of the affair had taken them from their beds, — ^but 
she would not stir. If it were absolutely necessary, 
she said, the men must come into her room. She had 
been so overset by what had occurred on the previous 
night, that she could not leave her room. She appealed 
to Lucinda as to the fact of her illness. The trouble of 
these robberies was so great upon her that her heart 
was almost broken. If her deposition must be taken, 
she would make it in bed. In the course of the day 
the magistrate did come into her room and the deposi- 
tion was taken. Forty-three pounds had been taken 
from her desk, and certain jewels, which she described, 
from her dressing-case. As far as she was aware, no 
other property of hers was missing. This she said in 
answer to a direct question from the magistrate, which, 
as she thought, was asked with a stern voice and 
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searching eye. And so> a second time^ she had sworn 
falsely. But this at least was gained, — ^that Lord 
George de Bruce Carruthers was not looking at her 
as she swore. 

Lord George was in the house for a great part of 
the day, but he did not ask to be admitted to Lizzie's 
room ; — ^nor did she ask to see him. Frank Greystock 
was there late in the afternoon, and went up at once to 
his cousin. The moment that she saw him she stretched 
out her arms to him, and burst into tears. " My poor 
girl," said he, *' what is the meaning of it all f 

" I don't know. I think they will kill me. They 
want to kill me. How can I bear it all? The robbers 
were here last night, and magistrates and policemen 
and people have been here all day." Then she fell 
into a fit of sobbing and wailing, which was, in truth, 
hysterical. For, — ^if the readers think of it, — ^the poor 
woman had a great deal to bear. 

Frank, into whose mind no glimmer of suspicion 
against his cousin had yet entered, and who firmly 
believed that she had been made a victim because of 
the value of her diamonds, — and who had a theory of 
his own about the robbery at Carlisle, to the circum- 
stances of which he was now at some pains to make 
these latter circumstances adhere, — was very tender 
with his cousin, and remained in the house for more 
than an hour. " Oh, Frank, what had I better de ? " 
she asked him. 

" I would leave London, if I were you." 

" Yes ; — of course. I will. Oh yes, I will ! " 
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" If you don't fear the cold of Scotland " 

"I fear nothing, — nothing but being where these 
policemen can come to me. Oh ! " — and then she 
shuddered and was again hysterical. Nor was she 
acting the condition. As she remembered the magis- 
trates, and the detectives, and the policemen in their 
uniforms, — and reflected that she might probably see 
much more of them before the game was played out, 
the thoughts that crowded on her were almost more 
than she could bear. 

" Your child is there, and it is your own house. Go 
there till all this passes by." Whereupon she promised 
him that, as soon as she was well enough, she would at 
once go to Scotland. 

In the meantime, the Eustace diamonds were locked 
up in a small safe fixed into the wall at the back of a 
small cellar beneath the establishment of Messrs. Harter 
and Benjamin, in Minto Lane, in the City. Messrs. 
Harter and Benjamin always kept a second place of 
business. Their great shop was at the "West-end ; but 
they had accommodation in the City. 

The chronicler states this at once, as he scorns to 
keep from his reader any secret that is known to 
himself. 



CHAPTER LIII. 



lizzie's sick-room. 



When the Hertford Street robbery was three days old, 
and was still the talk of all the town, Lizzie Eustace 
was really ill. She had promised to go down to Scotland 
in compliance with the advice given to her by her 
cousin Frank, and at the moment of promising would 
have been willing enough to be transported at once to 
Portray, had that been possible, so as to be beyond the 
visits of policemen and the authority of lawyers and 
magistrates ; but as the hours passed over her head, 
and as her presence of mind returned to her, she 
remembered that even at Portray she woxdd not be out 
of danger, and that she could do nothing in furtherance 
of her plans if once immured there. Lord George was 
in London, Frank Greystock was in London, and Lord 
Fawn was in London. It was more than ever necessary 
to her that she should find a husband among them, — 
a husband who would not be less her husband when 
the truth of that business at Carlisle should be known 
to all the world. She had, in fact, stolen nothing. 
She endeavoured to comfort herself by repeating to 
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horsolf over and over again that assurance. She had 
stolen nothing ; and she still thought that if she could 
obtain the support of some strong arm on which to 
lean, she might escape punishment for those false oaths 
which she had sworn. Ilcr husband might take her 
abroad, and the whole thing would die away. If she 
should succeed with Lord George, of course he would 
take her abroad, and there would be no need for any 
speedy return. They might roam among islands in 
pleasant warm suns, and the dreams of her youth might 
be realised. Her income was still her own. They 
could not touch that. So she thought, at leasts — 
oppressed by some slight want of assurance in that 
respect. Were she to go at once to Scotland, she 
must for the present give up that game altogether. If 
Frank would pledge himself to become her husband in 
three or four, or even in six months, she would go at 
once. She had more confidence in Frank than even in 
Lord George. As for love, — she would sometimes tell 
herself that she was violently in love ; but she hardly 
knew with which. Lord George was certainly the best 
representative of that perfect Corsair which her dreams 
had represented to her ; but, in regard to working life, 
she thought that she liked her cousin Frank better 
than she had ever yet liked an'y other human being. 
But, in truth, she was now in that condition, as she 
acknowledged to herself, that she was hardly entitled to 
choose. Lord Fawn had promised to marry her, and 
to him as a husband she conceived that she still had a 
right. Nothing had as yet been proved against her 
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which could justify him in repudiating his engagement. 
She had, no doubt, asserted with all vehemence to her 
cousin that no consideration would now induce her to 
give her hand to Lord Fawn ; — and when making that 
assurance she had been, after her nature, sincere. But 
circumstances were changed since that. She had not 
much hope that Lord Fawn might be made to succumb, 
— ^though evidence had reached her before the last 
robbery which induced her to believe that he did not 
consider himself to be quite secure. In these circum- 
stances she was unwilling to leave London though she 
had promised, and was hardly sorry to find an excuse 
in her recognised illness. 

And she was ill. Though her mind was again at 
work with schemes on which she would not have 
busied herself without hope, yet she had not recovered 
from the actual bodily prostration to which she had 
been compelled to give way when first told of the 
robbery on her return from the theatre. There had 
been moments, then, in which she thought her heart 
would have broken, — moments in which, but that the 
power of speech was wanting, she would have told 
everything to Lucinda Roanoke. When Mrs. Carbuncle 
was marching up-stairs with the policeman at her heels 
she would have willingly sold all her hopes. Portray 
Castle, her lovers, her necklace, her income, her beauty, 
for any assurance of the humblest security. With 
that quickness of intellect which was her peculiar gift, 
she had soon understood, in the midst of her sufierings, 
that her necklace had been taken by thieves whose 
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robbery might assist her for awhile in keeping her 
secret, rather than lead to the immediate divulging of 
it. Neither Camperdown nor Bunfit had been at work 
among the boxes. Her secret had been discoyered, no 
doubt, by Patience Crabstick, and the diamonds were 
gone. But money also was taken, and the world need 
not know that the diamonds had been there. But 
Lord George knew. And then there arose to her that 
question. Had the diamonds been taken in consequence 
of that revelation to Lord George ? It was not sur- 
prising that in the midst of all this Lizzie should be 
reaUyill. 

She was most anxious to see Lord George ; but, if 
what Mrs. Carbuncle said to her was true, Lord George 
refused to see her. She did not believe Mrs. Carbuncle,, 
and was, therefore, quite in the dark about her Corsair. 
As she could only commimicate with him through 
Mrs. Carbuncle, it might well be the case that he 
should have been told that he coxdd not have access to 
her. Of course there were difficxdties. That her cousin 
Frank should see her in her bedroom,— her cousin 
Frank, with whom it was essentially necessary that she 
should hold counsel as to her present great difficulties, 
was a matter of course. There was no hesitation about 
that. A fresh nightcap and a clean pocket-handkerchief 
with a bit of lace round it, and perhaps some pretty 
covering to her shoulders if she were to be required to 
sit up in bed, and the thing was arranged. He might 
have spent the best part of his days in her bedroom if 
he could have spared the time. But the Corsair was 
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not a cousin, — ^nor as yet an acknowledged lover. 
There was difficulty, even, in framing a reason for her 
request, when she made it to Mrs. Carbuncle ; and the 
very reason which she gave was handed back to her a& 
the Corsair's reason for not coming to her. She desired 
to see him because he had been so much mixed up in 
the matter of these terrible robberies. But Mrs. Car- 
buncle declared to her that Lord George would not 
come to her because his name had been so frequently 
mentioned in connection with the diamonds. *'You 
see, my dear," said Mrs. Carbimcle, "there can be no 
real reason for his seeing you up in your bedroom. If 
there had been any thing between you, as I once thought 

there would " There was something in the tone 

of Mrs. Carbuncle's voice which grated on Lizzie's ear, 
— something which seemed to imply that all that 
prospect was over. 

" Of course," said Lizzie querulously, " I am very 
anxious to know what he thinks. I care more about 
his opinion than anybody else's. As to his name being 
mixed up in it, — that is all a joke." 

"It has been no joke to him, I can assure you," said 
Mrs. Carbuncle. Lizzie could not press her request. 
Of course, she knew more about it than did Mrs. 
Carbuncle. The secret was in her own bosom,— -the 
secret as to the midnight robbery at Carlisle, and that 
secret she had told to Lord George. As to the robbery 
in London she knew nothing,— -except that it had been 
perpetrated through the treachery of Patience Crab- 
stick. Did Lord George know more about it than she 
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knew 'i — ftod if io, mu he now deteired br dtat 
lindf^ fn>iii riniting her ? '^ Yoa aee, mr dear, 
Mm. CarbuJicLe, 'Uluit a gentleman Tiatin^ a ladjr 

with wboni he hflu no connection in her 

itself K^imeibing very peculiar/' Lizzie made 

of iniiMitience under the bedclothes. Any such \ 

wa« tra«h Ui her, and »he knew that it was tfadi to 

Mntf, ^^Wbuncle ahio. What was one man in 

ro^mi more than another''' She could see a 

d/x;t/irs if she pleased, and if so, whj not thia 

whos<; real [>owers of doctoring her would be so 

more efficacious P '' You would want to see him 

loo/' continued Mrs. Carbuncle, '^ and, of coarse; tlie 

(Kilice woul/l hear of it, I am not at all surprised tliaft 

be »bould litay away/' Lizzie's condition did not 

ailrnii of much argument on her side, and she only 

sbowd her op[K>sition to Mrs. Carbuncle by b«ng 

cross and querulous. 

Frank Grey stock came to her with great constancy 
almost every day, and from him she did hear about the 
robbery all that he knew or heard. When three daya 
had passed, — when six days, and even when ten daya 
were gone, nobody had been as yet arrested. The 
police, according to Frank, were much on the alert, 
but were very secret. They either would not, or could 
not, tell anything. To him the two robberies, that at 
Carlisle and the last affair in Hertford Street, were of 
course distinct. There were those who believed that 
the Hertford Street thieves and the Carlisle thieves 
were not only the same, but that they had been in 
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quest of the same plunder, — and had at last succeeded. 
But Frank was not one of these. He never for a 
moment doubted that the diamonds had 'been taken at 
Carlisle, and explained the second robbery by the sup- 
position that Patience Crabstick had been emboldened 
by success. The iron box had no doubt been taken by 
her assistance, and her familiarity with the thieves, 
then established, had led to the second robbery. 
Lizzie's loss in that second robbery had amounted to 
some hundred pounds. This was Frank Greystock's 
theory, and of course it was one very comfortable to 
Lizzie. 

" They all seem to think that the diamonds are at 
Paris," he said to her one day. 

. " If you only knew how little I care about them. 
It seems as though I had almost forgotten them in 
these after troubles." 

" Mr. Camperdown cares about them. I'm told he 
says that he can make you pay for them out of your 
jointure." 

" That would bo very terrible, of course," said 
Lizzie, to whose mind there was something consolatorj- 
in the idea that the whole affair of the robbery might 
perhaps remain so mysterious as to remove her from 
the danger of other punishment than this. 

"I feel sure that he couldn't do it," said Frank, 
" and I don't think he'll try it. John Eustace would 
not let him. It would be persecution." 

" Mr. Camperdown has always chosen to persecute 
me," said Lizzie. 
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** I can understand that he shouldn't like the loss of 
the diamonds. I don't think, Lizzie, you ever realised 
their true value." 

** I suppose not. After all, a necklace is only a 
necklace. I cared nothing for it, — except that I could 
not bear the idea that that man should dictate to me. 
I would have given it up at once, at the slightest word 
from you." He did not care to remind her then, as 
she lay in bed, that he had been very urgent in liis 
advice to her to abandon the diamonds, — and not the 
less urgent because he had thought that the demand 
for them was unjust. " I told you often," she con- 
tinued, " that I was tempted to throw them among the 
waves. It was true; — quite true. I offered to give 
them to you, and should have been delighted to have 
been relieved from them." 

" That was, of course, simply impossible." 

" I know it was ; — impossible on your part ; but I 
would have been delighted. Of what use were they to 
mo ? I wore them twice because that man," — ^meaning 
Lord Fawn, — "disputed my right to them. Before 
that I never even looked at them. Do you think I had 
pleasure in wearing them, or pleasure in looking at 
them ? Never. They were only a trouble to me. It 
was a point of honour with me to keep them, because 
I was attacked. But I am glad they are gone, — 
thoroughly glad." This was all very well, and was 
not without its effect on Frank Groystock. It is 
hardly expected of a woman in such a condition, with 
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so many troubles on her mind, who liad been so per- 
secuted, that every word uttered by her should be 
strictly true. Lizzie, with her fresh nightcap, and 
her laced handkerchief, pale, and with her eyes just 
glittering with tears, was very pretty. " Didn't some- 
body once give some one a garment which scorched 
him up when he wore it, — some woman who sent it 
because she loved the man so much ? '* 

"The shirt, you mean, which Dejanira sent to 
Hercules. Yes ; — Hercules was a good deal scorched." 

"And that necklace, which my husband gave me 
because he loved me so well, has scorched me horribly. 
It has nearly killed me. It has been like the white 
elephant which the Eastern king gives to his subject 
when he means to ruin him. Only poor Florian didn't 
mean to hurt me. He gave it all in love. If these 
people bring a lawsuit against me, Frank, you must 
manage it for me." 

"There will be no lawsuit. Your brother-in-law 
will stop it." 

" I wonder who will really get the diamonds after 
all, Frank? They were very valuable. Only think 
that the ten thousand pounds should disappear in such 
a way ! " The subject was a very dangerous one, but 
there was a fascination about it which made it impos- 
sible for her to refrain from it. 

"A dishonest dealer in diamonds will probably 
realise the plunder, — after some years. There would 
be something very alluring in the theft of articles of 
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great value, were it not that when got, they at once 
become almost valueless by the difficulty of dealing 
with them. Supposing I had the necklace ! " 

" I wish you had, Frank." 

"I could do nothing with it. Ten sovereigns would 
go further with me, — or ten shillings. The burthen of 
possessing it would in itself bo almost more than I 
could bear. The knowledge that I had the thing, and 
might be discovered in having it, would drive me mad. 
By my own weakness I should be compelled to tell mj'- 
secret to some one. And then I should never sleep for 
fear my partner in the matter should turn against me." 
How well she understood it all ! How probable it was 
that Lord George should turn against her! How 
exact was Frank's description of that burthen of a 
secret so heavy that it cannot be borne alone ! " A 
little reflection," continued Frank, " soon convinces a 
man that rough downright stealing is an awkward, 
foolish trade ; and it therefore falls into the hands of 
those who want education for the higher efforts of dis- 
honesty. To get into a bank at midnight and steal 
what little there may be in the till, or even an armful 
of bank-notes, with the probability of a policeman 
catching you as you creep out of the chimney and 
through a hole, is clumsy work ; but to walk in amidst 
the smiles and bows of admiring managers and draw 
out money over the counter by thousands and tens of 
thousands, which you have never put in and which you 
can never repay ; and which, when all is done, you 
have only borrowed; — that is a great feat." 
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Do you really think so ? " 

The courage, the ingenuity, and the self-confidence 
needed are certainly admirable. And then there is a 
cringing and almost contemptible littleness about 
honesty, which hardly allows it to assert itself. The 
really honest man can never say a word to make those 
who don't know of his honesty believe that it is there. 
He has one foot in the grave before his neighbours 
have learned that he is possessed of an article for the 
use of which they would so willingly have paid, could 
they have been made to see that it was there. The 
dishonest man almost doubts whether in him dishonesty 
is dishonest, let it be practised ever so widely. The 
honest man almost doubts whether his honesty be 
honest, unless it be kept hidden. Let two unknown 
men be competitors for any place, with nothing to 
guide the judges but their own words and their own 
looks, and who can doubt but the dishonest man would 
be chosen rather than the honest ? Honesty goes 
about with a hang-dog look about him, as though 
knowing that he cannot be trusted till he be proved. 
Dishonesty carries his eyes high, and assumes that any 
question respecting him must be considered to be un- 
necessary." 

" Oh, Frank, what a philosopher you arc ! " 
"Well, yes; meditating about your diamonds has 
brought my philosophy out. When do you think you 
will go to Scotland ? " 

" I am hardly strong enough for the journey yet. I 
fear the cold so much." 
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" You would not find it cold there by the sea-side. 
To tell you the truth, Lizzie, I want to get you out of 
this house. I don't mean to say a word against Mrs. 
Carbuncle ; but after all that has occurred, it would be 
better that you should be away. People talk about 
you and Lord George.'* 

" How can I help it, Frank P '' 

** By going away ; — that is, if I may presume one 
thing. I don't want to pry into your secrets." 

" I have none from you." 

" Unless there be truth in the assertion that you are 
engaged to marry Lord George Carruthers." 

" There is no truth in it." 

"And you do not wish to stay here in order that 
there may be an engagement P I am obliged to ask 
you home questions, Lizzie, as I could not otherwise 
advise you." 

" You do, indeed, ask home questions." 

" I will desist at once, if they be disagreeable." 

" Frank, you are false to me ! " K& she said this 
she rose in her bed, and sat with her eyes fixed upon 
his, an^ her thin hands stretched out upon the bed- 
clothes. " You know that I cannot wish to be engaged 
to him or to any other man. You know better almost 
than I can know myself, how my heart stands. There 
• has, at any rate, been no hypocrisy with me in regard 
to you. Everything has been told to you; — at what 
cost I will not now say. The honest woman, I fear, 
fares worse even than the honest man of whom you 
spoke. I think you admitted that he would be appro- 
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dated at last. She to her dying day must pay the 
penalty of her transgressions. Honesty in a woman 
the world never forgives.'* When she had done 
speaking, he sat silent by her bedside, but, almost un- 
consciously, he stretched out his left hand and took 
her right hand in his. For a few. seconds she admitted 
this, and she lay there with their hands clasped. Then 
with a start she drew back her arm, and retreated as it 
were from his touch. "How dare you," said she, 
" press my hand, when you know that such pressure 
from you is treacherous and damnable ! '* 

" Damnable, Lizzie ! " 

" Yes ; — damnable. I will not pick my words for you. 
Coming from you, what does such pressure mean ? " 

" Affection." 

*'Tes ; — and of what sort ? You are wicked enough 
to feed my love by such tokens, when you know that 
you do not mean to return it. Frank, Frank, will 
you give me back my heart ? What was it that you 
promised me when we sat together upon the rocks of 
Portray ? " 

It is inexpressibly difficult for a man to refase the 
tender of a woman's love. We may almost say that a 
man should do so as a matter of course,-:— that the 
thing so offered becomes absolutely valueless by the 
offer, — that the woman who can make it has put 
herself out of court by her own abandonment of the 
privileges due to her as a woman, — ^that stem rebuke 
and even expressed contempt are justified by such 
conduct, — and that the fairest beauty and most alluring 
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charms of feminine grace should lose their attraction 
when thus tendered openly in the market. No doubt 
such is our theory as to love and love-making. But 
the action to be taken by us in matters as to which the 
plainest theory prevails for. the guidance of our practice, 
depends so frequently on accompanpng circumstances 
and correlative issues, that the theory, as often as not, 
falls to the ground. Frank could not despise this 
woman, and could not be stem to her. lie could not 
bring himself to tell her boldly that he would have 
nothing to say to her in the way of love. He made 
excuses for her, and persuaded himself that there were 
peculiar circumstances in her position justifying un- 
womanly conduct, although, had he examined himself 
on the subject, he would have found it dififictdt to say 
what those circumstances were. She was rich, beau- 
tiful, clever, — and he was flattered. Nevertheless he 
knew that ho could not marry her; — and he knew 
also that much as he liked her he did not love her. 
" Lizzie," he said, " I think you hardly understand 
my position." 

** Yes, I do. That little girl has cozened you out of 
a promise." 

" If it be so, you would not have me break it." 
" Yes, I would, if you think she is not fit to be your 
wife. Is a man, such as you are, to bo tied by the leg 
for life, have all his ambition clipped, and his high 
hopes shipwrecked, because a girl has been clever 
enough to extract a word from him ? Is it not true 
that you are in debt P" 
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*' What of that ? At any rate, Lizzie, I do not want 
help from you/' 

" That is so like a man's pride ! Do we not all 
know that in such a career as you have marked out for 
yourself, wealth, or at any rate an easy income, is 
necessary ? Do you think that I cannot put two and 
two together P Do you believe so meanly of me as to 
imagine that I should have said to you what I have 
said, if I did not know that I could help you ? A 
man, I believe, cannot understand that love which 
induces a woman to sacrifice her pride simply for his 
advantage. I want to see you prosper. I want to see 
you a great man and a lord, and I know that you 
cannot become so without an income. Ah, I wish I 
could give you all that I have got, and save you from 
the encumbrance that is attached to it ! " 

It might be that he would then have told her of his 
engagement to Lucy, and of his resolution to adhere to 
that promise, had not Mrs. Carbuncle at the moment 
entered the room. Frank had been there for above an 
hour, and as Lizzie was still an invalid, and to some 
extent under the care of Mrs. Carbuncle, it was natural 
that that lady should interfere. "You know, my dear, 
you should not exhaust yourself altogether. Mr. 
Emilius is to come to you this afternoon/' 
" Mr. Emilius ! " said Greystock. 
" Yes ; — the clergyman. Don't you remember him 
at Portray ? A dark man with eyes close together I 
You used to be very wicked, and say that he was once 
a Jew-boy in the streets." Lizzie, as she spoke of her 
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spiritual guide, was evidently not desirous of doing 
him much honour. 

'' I remember him well enough. He made sheep's 
eyes at Miss Macnulty, and drank a great deal of wine 
at dinner." 

" Poor Macnulty ! I don't believe a word about the 
wine ; and as for Macnulty, I don't see why she should 
not be converted as well as another. He is coming 
here to read to me. I hope you don't object." 

" Not in the least ; — if you like it." 

" One does have solemn thoughts sometimes, Frank, 
•—especially when one is ill." 

" Oh, yes. Well or ill, one does have solemn 
thoughts ; — ghosts, as it were, which will appear. 
But is Mr. Emilius good at laying such apparitions ? " 

"He is a clergyman, Mr. Greystock," said Mrs. 
Carbuncle, with something of rebuke in her voice. 

" So they tell me. I was not present at his ordina- 
tion, but I dare say it was done according to rule. 
When one reflects what a deal of harm a bishop may 
do, one wishes that there was some surer way of getting 
bishops." 

" Do you know anything against Mr. Emilius ? " 
asked Lizzie. 

"Nothing at all but his looks, and manners, and 
voice, — unless it be that he preaches popular sermons, 
and drinks too much wine, and makes sheep's eyes at 
Miss Macnulty. Look after your silver spoons, Mrs. 
(Jarbuncle, — if the last thieves have left you any, 
You were asking after the fate of your diamonds. 
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Lizzie. Perhaps they will endow a Protestant church 
in Mr. Emilius's native land." 

Mr. Emilius did come and read to Lady Eustace 
that afternoon. A clergyman is as privileged to enter 
the bedroom of a sick lady as is a doctor or a cousin. 
There was another dean cap, and another laced hand- 
kerchief, and on this occasion a little shawl over Lizzie's 
shoulders. Mr. Emilius first said a prayer, kneeling 
at , Lizzie's bedside ; then he read a chapter in the 
Bible;- — and after that he read the first half of the 
fourth canto of Childe Harold so well, that Lizzie felt 
for the moment that after all, poetry was life and life 
was poetry. 
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